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WHAT  I  LIKE  ABOUT  YOU,  GH)RGE,  IS 

YOU'RE    SO"  DIFFERENT!" 


$250.00 

F.  0.  B.  Windsor, 
On!.,  complete  and 
ready  to  install  in 
your  present  ice-box 


In  the  dark  and  worried   past, 

We  fussed  with   ice  that  did   not   last 

Then,  one  bright  and  happy  day 

The  Little  Ice   Cubes  came  our  way. 


Behold t     The   Ice-man   comes  no  more 
To  leave  his  mud   tracks  on  the  floor. 

It  really  was  an  awful   price 

We  had  to  pay  for  melting   ice. 


Now,  in  a  manner  automatic, 

Our  food  is  just  as  in  the  Arctic. 
Our  drinks  keep  cool,  desserts  so  nice, 

With   Ice-O-Matic  cubes  of  ice! 

ICE-O-NiATIC  REFRIGERATION  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

WINDSOR  ::  ::  ,-.       ONTARIO 


Refrigeration; 


Goblin 


HE   INSTRUMENT  IS   TO  THE    MUSIC  IAN 


A  swing  of  the  lea 


MADE    IN  CAN 


Goblin 


"Custom-Made"  Is  Still  the  Best 


The  sterling  quality  of  materials  and 
the  expert  painstaking  workmanship  of 
generations  ago  are  still  necessary  to 
produce  real  custom-made  shoes  like 
"Astorias." 

High-grade  solid  leather  throughout 
— that  means  months'  more  wear.  You 
can  have  a  pair  of  Astorias  resoled 
several  times  and  they'll  still  keep  their 
shape. 

The  fit  and  style  of  Astorias  is  now 

proverbial.     They    will   give   your  feet 

comfort   unprecedented,   and   save  you 
much  shoe  money. 

Your  Shoes   Tell  Others  What  You  Think  of 
Yourself. 


SCOTT     &     McHALE,     LIMITED 
LONDON,  CANADA 
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The  Sceptic 

By  Joseph  Easion 

TX/'E  met  a  thousand  years  ago 

(I  think  that's  what  she  said). 
It  may  be  so;  I  only  know 
Her  mouth  was  very  red. 

We  were  two  protoplasmic  cells 
(Or  something  of  the  kind). 

It  may  be  so;  I  only  know 
Her  beauty  made  me  blind. 

We'd  meet  again  a  hundred  times 

In  ages  yet  to  be.   .  .  . 
It  may  be  so;  I  only  know 

I'm  meeting  her  at  three. 


Victory 

Fatigued  and  disheveled,  he 
stood   before   her. 

His  collar  was  awry;  his  wrists 
and  hands  were  torn  and  bleeding; 
the  general  disarray  of  his  apparel 
presented  unmistakable  evidence 
of  a  hard-fought  struggle. 

But  in  his  cheeks  glowed  the 
faint  flush  of  victory. 

"Dearie!"  he  exclaimed  trium- 
phantly, gasping  for  breath.  "I 
did  it!" 

"I'm  so  glad,'"  she  answered 
joyously.  "I  thought  you  could 
and  yet — " 

"Come  with  me,"  he  inter- 
rupted. "Come,  and  see  for  your- 
self." 

So,  taking  his  wife  by  the  arm, 
the  young  husband  led  her  to  the 
kitchen  to  show  her  how  he  had 
stopped  the  water  faucet  from 
leaking  by  installing  a  new  washer. 

— C.  Warden  La  Roe. 


I  Dislike  Beach  Parties 


I  dislike  beach  picnics. 

I  dislike  everything  about  them. 

I  dislike  the  little  paper  cups 
that  fall  apart  and  the  tins  of 
sardines  that  have  no  keys. 

And  I  especially  dislike  the  hard- 
boiled  eggs  which  always  give  me 
indigestion. 

I  cannot  abide  the  sandwiches 
that  taste  as  if  they  were  made  of 
sawdust  and   blotting-paper. 


Nor  the  pepper  and  salt  in  the 
damp  envelopes. 

And  there  are  never  any  forks. 

Why  is  there  only  one  box  of 
matches?     Wet  ones,  too. 

And  why  must  the  only  flask  of 
hootch  have  its  nozzle  completely 
covered  with  sand? 

I  tell  you  I  dislike  beach  picnics. 

I  dislike  everything  about  them. 

C.  G.  S. 


^OSSF.VHER 
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The  Man  of  the  World:  "Yea,  Lake  Ontario's  all  right,  but  give 
me  the  ocean  where  ye  ain't  cramped  none." 
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Rirardn 


Jones  (2  a.m.):   "I  shay,  offisher,  is  thish  Blank  Street?" 
Officer:  "Yes." 

Jones:  "Wish    you'd — hie — d'rect    me  t'    411 .       Goin     t' 
'tend  a  lecture  there." 

Officer:   "Who  in  hell's  givin    a  lecture  at  this  hour}" 
Jones:   "My  wife,  offisher — hie — my  dear  wife." 

Do  You  Know  the  Man  Who     .     .     .     ? 

/^N  board  ship  is  always  organ-  train  by  shrieking:  "AH  the  finest 
izing  deck  games,  hat  pools,  candy"?  ....  Smokes  three-for-a- 
smokers  and  gymkhanas?  ....  nickel  cigars?  .  .  .  always  knows 
sits  behind  you  at  the  theatre  and  the  one  remedy  for  indigestion, 
discloses  the  entire  plot  of  the  how  to  beat  the  house  at  roulette, 
play?  ....  at  a  dinner,  when  you  and  the  address  of  the  best  boot- 
are  dreaming  of  Venice  over  your  legger  in  town?  ....  knows  the 
coffee,  forces  you  to  your  feet  and  capital  of  every  state  in  the  Union 
presents  you  as  the  Life  of  the  and  insists  upon  telling  them  all 
Party?  ....  calls  you  by  your  to  you?  ....  goes  to  your  funeral 
first  name  two  minutes  after  he  has  just  for  the  drive?  — C.  G.  S. 
met  you?  ....  greets  you  by  *  *  * 
walloping  you  a  clout  on  the  back?  a  Snort 
....  seizes  you   by   the  lapel   of 

your  coat  and  attempts  to  impress  After    a    long    taxi    ride    a    Scot 

his    point   by    poking   you    in    the  handed   the    driver  the    legal  fare 

collarbone  with  his  forefinger? and  a  nickel  as.a  llP-     The^ driver 

always  selects   the   wrong   seat   at  glared  at  the  coin  and  said,  "Here, 

the  theatre  and  causes  a  big  scene  wnat  s  this. 

between     the     usheress     and     the  "Mon,      ye're      a      sportsman," 

person    holding    the    right    ticket?  beamed  the  Scot.  "I'LL  SAY  'TIS 

....   disturbs  your  slumbers  on  a  TMLS!" 


Explicit 

Chicago  (111.)  News  (letter 
written  by  President  Coolidge 
to  W.  B.  Mayo) — "I  have  re- 
ceived your  letter  telling  me 
that  the  Detroit  Aviation  So- 
ciety is  planning  to  organize 
and  privately  finance  an  expedi- 
tion to  explore  the  land  west  of 
the  north  pole." 

West  is  north. 

*      *      * 

Society   Note 

"Mrs.  Sacks,"  she  testified, 
"grabbed  me  by  the  back  as  I 
was  going  in  the  door  and  hit 
me  on  the  head.  She  told  an- 
other lady  to  hold  me.  She 
shouted,  'Here,  Fan,  come  and 
cut  her  throat.'  ' 

— Toronto   Daily   Star. 

Ladies  will  be  ladies. 


Hostess:  "That  is  my  sister  prac- 
tising her  music  in  the  next  room; 
she  really  is  progressing  by  leaps 
and  bounds. 

Caller:  "I  wondered  how  she  made 
all  that  noise  with  her  fingers." 


C9DUN 

Terrible  Effect  of  a  Popular  Song  Phase 


Judge:   "Have  you  anything  to  say  before  I  pass  the  death  sentence}" 
Prisoner:   "Yes:   Vodeo-do-do!" 
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Five  Poems  on  More  or  Less  Related  Topics 

With  a  Decidedly  Feminine  Slant 

By  J.  E.  McDOUGALL 


Second  Best 

HE    hat    I    bought    to 
greet  you  in, 
When  you  should  come 

to  town. 
Was  smart  and  in  the 
latest  mode; 
It  had  a  sporty  crown. 

I  wore  it  all  that  waiting  week, 
And  when  you  wrote  to  say 

You  couldn't  come,  I  wore  it  still; 
I  wore  it  yesterday. 

For  when  I'm  taken  out  by  him 

I  left  at  your  behest, 
I  wear  the  hat  I  bought  for  you; 

It  is  my  second  best. 

#      *      # 

Warning  to  Maidens 

J^LAINE,  she  pined  for  Launcelot 

Unto  her  dying  day; 
So  whenever  I  met  a  Launcelot 
I  looked  the  other  way. 

Now  Dido  for  Aeneas  died 

And  cried  that  death  was  sweet; 

So  whenever  I  met  a  warrior  bold 
I  stepped  across  the  street. 

But  I  have  met  a  gentle  lad. 

With  never  a  swagger  at  all, 
And  only  a  trick  of  looking  so, 

And  neither  broad  nor  tall. 

< 

And  would  that  I'd  find  a  hefty  brute 
With  a  voice  to  make  you  start. 

To  rescue  me  from  a  shy  lad's  way. 
Before  I  break  my  heart! 

Ingratitude 

T-JAL  was  working  very  hard 

To  be  wealthy  when  we  wed; 
He  really  couldn't  kiss  me  much 

With  business  in  his  head, 
But  some  day  I  should  dress  in  silks ; 

At  least  that's  what  he  said. 

■ 

I  wore  my  cotton  stockings 
The  day  I  walked  with  Sid. 

He  kissed  me  in  my  gingham  frock 
And  dollar-eighty  lid; 

I  shouldn't  have  run  off  with  him. 
But  that's  just  what  I  did. 


Advice 

T)AUL  had  a  wonderful 
Way  with  the  women; 
Roger  was  a  nice  lad, 

But  very,  very  shy. 
I  took  Roger,  for 

My  grandmother  told  me, 
"Never  trust  a  man  with 

A  roving  eye!" 

Roger  up  and  left  me  for 

A  gal  who  started  moth' ring  him; 
Paul  went  to  Asia  when 

I  passed  him  by. 
Granny  took  to  drinking 

With  a  trav'lling  salesman, 
Ran  away  to  Borneo; 

And  here  am  I. 


Chance  Meeting 

T  WAS  looking  for  crocuses 

Out  on  the  lawn 
And  I  didn't  expect 
To  run  into  a  faun. 

He  was  looking  for  asphodel 

Over  the  lea 
And  never  expected 

To  run  into  me. 


Prediction 

"THAT  the  lottery  ticket  that 
costs  five  dollars  will  fetch 
five  thousand. 

That  little  Ezekiel  will  become 
treasurer  of  the  Lindenville  First 
National  Bank. 

That  the  patch  of  waste  land  on 
"the  old  farm"  will  turn  out  to  be 
an  oil  gusher. 

That  the  visiting  speaker  will 
single  you  out  of  the  entire  as- 
sembly as  a  perfect  type  of  man- 
hood. 

That  Harry  hasn't  overheard 
your  conversation  with  Jim  about 
his  game  of  golf. 

That  your  umbrella  will  still  be 
in  the  corner,  back  of  the  door,  at 
the  office. 

That  the  Joneses  will  open  up 
some  of  the  "good  old  stuff"  to- 
night at  dinner. 

That  the  new  maid  will  not  spill 
the  soup  over  Mrs.  Ferguson's  new 
dress. 

That,  with  the  holiday  falling  on 
Friday,  you'll  get  from  Thursday 
till  Monday  off. 

That  the  bill  in  your  pocket  will 
cover  the  check  for  lunch,  to  which 
you  have  invited  the  boss. 

That  you  will  not  be  called  upon 
to  make  an  impromptu  after- 
dinner  speech. 

That  the  rent  will  be  lower  next 
year. 

That  "it's  a  boy." 


C.  G.  S. 


"Beauty  Is  Truth,  Truth  Beauty 
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Believe    It   or   Not 

WESTLED  among  the  hills  in 
the  Acadian  land  of  Evange- 
line there  is  a  little  village  with  a 
reputation  for  the  health  and 
longevity  of  its  inhabitants.  Like 
Ponce  de  Leon,  I  have  long  been 
searching  for  a  panacea,  for  some 
means  of  cheating  nature,  and  so 
last  summer  I  journeyed  to  this 
particular  village  in  the  hope  that 
I  might  discover  a  method  of 
avoiding  the  penalties  for  our  sins 
against  the  laws  of  nature. 

There  was  a  circus  in  the  ad- 
joining town  that  day,  and  in  con- 
sequence of  this  the  little  village 
seemed  deserted.  The  only  visible 
inhabitant,  an  old  white-whiskered 
man  in  his  eighty-second  year,  was 
seated  on  a  door-step  watching  the 
smoke  ascendingfrom  his  blackened 


clay  pipe. 

"I'm  interested  in  the  science  of 
longevity,"  I  said,  accosting  the  old 
man,  "and  wish  to  interview  some 
of  the  centenarians." 

The  old  man  removed  the  pipe 
from  his  mouth  and  motioned  me 
to  a  seat  beside  him  on  the  door- 
step. 

"Are  you  the  only  one  at  home?" 
I  queried,  at  the  same  time  reach- 
ing for  my  pad  and  pencil. 

"Da  folk  are  on  de  town,  mon- 
sieur, for  see  dat  show,"  he  said. 
"An'someone  mus'  be  stay  at  home. 
Da  cattle  mus'  be  fed  an'  odder 
chore  attended  to."  "Mon  pere 
he  sez  to  me — "  "Your  father,  did 
you  say?"  I  gasped.  The  old  man 
answered,  "Oui,  mon  pere  he  say, 
'Henri,  me  boy,  you've  see  dis  show 
before.     Someone     mus'     stay     at 


Chappie:   "Not  dancing,  old  thing?" 
Old     Thing:     "No,    my    s\irt's    too 
tight." 


home  to-day  for  watch  an'  do  da 
chore.  So  harness  up  de  ole  gray 
mare;  she's  nearly  time  for  go.' 
And  he  was  take  my  ole  grandpere 
along  to  see  dat  show." 

— A.  S.  Beers. 

*      *      # 

Probabilities 

"Sherrill  (N.Y.)  Sentinel.— Wea- 
ther forecast:     Saturday,  gener- 
ally  fair,   probably   followed   by 
Sunday." 
Conservatism     in     the     Empire 

State. 

*        *        * 

The  C.  C.  Pyle  Influence 

"Lahore  (India)  Tribune  (adv.). 
Wanted:  A  suitable  match  for 
a  Sikh  young  man.  Widower  in 
profession." 

A  new  line  of  work  for  the  college 
man. 
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Hands  Off? 


N  a  recent  column,  F.  P.  A.  said  that 
his  opinion  of  the  typical  newspaper 
reader  was  one  who  had  not  the  faintest 
idea  concerning  what  the  Chinese  situ- 
ation was  all  about,  but  who  could  tell 
you  at  what  hotel  Judd  Gray  stopped 
following  the  murder  and  at  what  time.  This  state- 
ment is  a  little  hard  on  the  typical  newspaper  reader 
since  from  the  current  pyrotechnical  display  on  the 
subject  it  is  apparent  that  the  number  of  persons 
in  this  country  who  have  a  clear  idea  of  the  signifi- 
cance of  the  Chinese  situation  might  easily  fore- 
gather in  the  proverbial  telephone  booth.  The  con- 
troversy itself  has  the  effect  of  minimizing  the  possib- 
ility of  the  casual  citizen  obtaining  a  clear  impression. 
Miss  Agnes  McPhail  exhorts  the  school  children  to 
treason  and  the  Tory  press  cries  for  her  head.  At  one 
moment  Moscow  is  held  responsible  for  the  direful 
situation  and  in  the  next  the  innocent  bystander 
is  assured  that  greedy  Capital  is  to  blame. 

A  recent  article  in  the  New  Republic  views  the 
situation  from  Olympus  or  perhaps  some  even  loftier 
point — not  Mars  or  Venus,  but  perhaps  Saturn. 
It  is  pointed  out  therein  that  the  struggle  in  China 
can  only  be  compared  to  the  Renaissance  of  Europe 
at  the  end  of  the  Dark  Ages.  The  author  of  the 
article,  John  Dewey,  points  out  the  far-reaching 
consequences  of  a  revival  of  the  great  Chinese  race 
and  its  possible  effects  upon  the  future  development 
of  Man.  To-day's  events  in  China  he  regards  as  the 
rumblings  preceding  a  gigantic  upheaval,  in  comparison 


with  which  the  interests  of  the  European  powers 
appear  as  paragraphs  in  a  volume.  From  this  article 
we  learn  that  we  must  regard  ourselves  as  men  who 
quarrel  over  land  rights  on  the  sides  of  a  volcano 
which  is  about  to  burst  into  tremendous  eruption. 
We  are  urged  to  shed  our  "provincialism''  in  our 
attitude  towards  Asia.  It  is  pointed  out  that  with- 
out such  freedom  of  outlook  we  shall  see  in  the  events 
in  China  simply  sound  and  fury  and  a  medley  of 
passions. 

This  viewpoint  is  doubtless  interesting  from  an 
academic  point  of  view.  Perhaps  we  are  teasing 
a  giant,  but  we  can  hardly  be  blamed  for  remaining 
true  to  the  political  faith  which  has  built  and  which 
maintains  the  greatest  Empire  the  world  has  ever 
known.  The  British  policy  in  regard  to  nations 
whose  political  development  has  not  yet  reached  a 
stage  where  responsible  self-government  is  possible 
has  inevitably  proved  not  only  beneficial  to  the  coun- 
try under  British  influence,  but  in  comparison  with 
the  progress  made  under  the  patronage  of  other 
European  nations  stands  well  in  the  lead.  The  pres- 
ent Chinese  situation  does  not  seem  to  indicate  that 
the  withdrawal  of  the  only  influence  representative 
of  responsibility  and  progress  would  be  beneficial 
either  to  China  itself  or  the  world  at  large. 

To  those  upon  whose  ears  the  phrase  "Hands  off 
China"    has    such    a    bewitching    cadence,    we    must 
have    respect    and    tolerance.     They    are    no    doubt 
(Continued  on  page  42) 
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More  Trouble 

^F^fWWk    I  ND      now      television 
EZp  ■?*  S3       is         an        a  c  c  o  m- 
plished    fact.  No 

longer  may  the 
eager  sweetheart 
rush  to  the  tele- 
phone in  the  early  hours  of  the 
morning  with  her  hair  in  curl 
papers.  No  longer  may  the  de- 
ceitful spouse  phone  from  the  pool- 
room or  cabaret  to  explain  the 
burden  of  work  which 
keeps  him  late  "at  the 
office. "  And  the  tele- 
phone is  now  made  a 
more  formidable  object 
than  ever.  Modern  sci- 
ence is  fastening  its 
myriad  tentacles  more 
firmly  about  our  helpless  necks. 
Only  open  revolt  or  a  return  to 
nature  will  save  us.  Witness,  for 
example,  the  complicated  system 
of  defence  which  the  average  busi- 
ness man  has  built  up  against  the 
comparatively  innocent  telephone 
as  we  know  it  now.  There  is  the 
girl  at  the  switchboard,  the  assis- 
tant secretary,  the  secretary  to  be 
overcome  before  the  great  man 
himself  will  deign  to  expose  himself 
to  its  summons.  We  may  seek  to 
escape  but  the  powers  of  the  tele- 
phone are  far-reaching.  Its  unre- 
lenting influence  has  lately  been 
extended  even  beyond  the  confines 
of  the  continent.  And  now  we 
must  not  only  speak  to  those  whom 
we  would  escape,  but  have  even 
our  facial  reactions  (our  last  hold 
on  privacy)  exposed.  It's  too 
much! 

A  Matter  of  Bad  Taste 

JT    is    scarcely    likely     that    the 
Liberal   government    will  go  to 


the  country  on  the  issue,  but  it  is 
evident  that  there  has  been  a 
blunder  in  tact  on  someone's  part. 
It  was  a  pretty  gesture  of  friend- 
ship on  both  sides  when  Canada 
and  her  Neighbour  to  the  South 
of  Us  agreed  to  exchange  two  such 
charming  citizens  as  the  Hon. 
Vincent  Massey  and  Mr.  William 
Phillips,  but  it  now  appears  that 
something  was  lacking  in  the  finesse 
with  which  the  Canadian  govern- 
ment consummated  the  deal.  It 
is  proposed  that  the 
Canadian  representative 
at  Washington  shall 
have  a  $500,000.00 
mansion  in  a  fashion- 
able district.  In  con- 
trast to  this,  consider 
the  modest  apartment 
of  the  American  Minister  to 
Canada  whose  country  has  not 
even  been  able  to  confirm  his 
pocket  money  allowance.  We 
would  like  to  ask  the  Hon.  W.  L.  M. 
King  if  he  considers  such  a  show 
of  wealth  in  the  face  of  the  evident 
poverty  of  his  neighbour  the  right 
thing  to  do.  Is  that  pretty?  Is 
that  nice? 

Careful 

\X/E  hope  that  George  Young 
stories  are  still  apropos.  Our 
agents  report  that  Mr.  Young  is 
still  splashing  merrily  for  the  edi- 
fication of  Loew's  circuit  audiences. 
At  any  rate,  this  tale  might  as  well 


concern  someone  else  or  two  other 
guys  for  that  matter. 

A  Scotch  domestic  employed  by 
one  of  our  acquaintances  saw  Mr. 
Young's   act   while   he   was  in   his 
home   city.     On    her    return    from 
the  performance  her  mistress  asked, 
"Did  you  see  George  Young?" 
"Aye,"  said  Margaret. 
"Did  the  people  like  him?" 
"Aye,  the  ithers  applauded." 
"Didn't  you  applaud,  too?" 
"Whit  way  should   I   applaud?" 
asked      Margaret     scornfully.      "I 
paid  my  admission." 

Sympathy 

WOT  long  ago  Mayor  Thomas 
Foster  of  Toronto  telegraphed 
Mayor  Mederic  Martin  of  Mont- 
real, extending  the  sympathy  of 
the  Queen  City  upon  the  typhoid 
epidemic    in    Montreal.  Mayor 

Martin  wired  back  his  thanks, 
adding,  "I  wish  to  say,  neverthe- 
less, there  is  no  epidemic."  Whe- 
ther or  no  there  is  or  was  an  epi- 
demic is  beside  the  point.  The 
fact  is  that  through  the  well- 
intentioned  Mr.  Foster  a  new  field 
has  been  opened  up  whereby  cities 
can  take  none  too  thinly  veiled 
cracks  at  each  other,  with  plenty 
of  attendant  publicity.  For  exam- 
ple, the  mayor  of  Vancouver  might 
wire  the  mayor  of  Dawson  City 
extending  sympathy  for  the  ex- 
tremely cold  and  disagreeable 
weather  while  roses  unfold  in  Van- 
couver gardens,  to  which  the 
mayor  of  Dawson  replies  with 
thanks  and  condoles  with  Van- 
couver upon  toughness  in  Sailor- 
town.  A  new  touch  is  thus  added 
to  inter-city  diplomacy. 

A  Suggestion 

THE  National  Executive  of  the 
Canadian  Authors'  Associa- 
tion has  memorialized  the  Prime 
Minister  suggesting  that  one-tenth 
of  the  $250,000  Diamond  Jubilee 
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Fund  should  be  set  as^de'  to 
endow  in  perpetuity  an  annual  Con- 
federation prize  for  literature  to 
be  awarded  to  the  author  of 
the  most  outstanding  Canadian 
book  of  the  year.  Prize  awards 
for  novels  have  never  to  our 
knowledge  been  of  assistance  in 
the  production  cf  works  of  any 
real  literary  value.  Prize-winning 
novels  have  either  been  compara- 
tively valueless  or  would  have 
been  produced  without  the  stimu- 
lus of  the  award.  For  example, 
"Jalna,"  the  novel  with  which 
Miss  Mazo  de  la  Roche  recently 
won  $50,000,  was,  we  understand, 
already  completed  before  the 
contest  was  announced. 
Those  who  can  write 
good  novels  need  no  urge 
and  even  those  who  can 
produce  bad  novels  will 
keep  on  producing  them 
in  spite  of  the  most  pow- 
erful objections.  How- 
ever, anything  which  will  put 
more  money  in  the  pockets  of  the 
writing  fraternity  has  our  heartiest 
support.  Good  luck  to  the 
suggestion! 

A  Mystery 

THE  good  ladies  whose  noble 
efforts  and  peculiar  talents 
find  employment  in  scouring  the 
shelves  of  our  lending  libraries 
and  writing  letters  to  the  Gov- 
ernment officials  about  the  shock- 
ing books  to  be  found  therein, 
are  perhaps,  in  their  zeal  to  omit 
no  hidden  evil,  overlooking  a  harm- 
ful influence  which  should  be 
most  obvious.  We  refer  to  the 
wide  strips  of  paper  which  are 
invariably  pasted  across  theatrical 
posters  whether  or  no  there  may 
be  any  justification,  thus  drawing 
attention  most  emphatically  to 
the  possibilities  of  transgression 
on  the  part  of  those  wicked 
artists.  Who  is  responsible  for 
these?  Is  it  the  keenest  theatre 
men   themselves  who  believe   that 
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by  this  extraneous  touch  of  sug- 
gestion they  will  the  more  readily 
fill  their  gilded  palaces?  Or  is 
there  an  official  who 
goes  about  under  cover 
of  darkness  sticking  up 
his  conspicuous  sheets? 
If  so,  is  he  under  con- 
tract to  paste  so  many 
sheets  per  month?  If 
this  latter  is  the  case, 
we  can  understand  that  he  is  not 
wholly  to  blame  if  he  is  at  times 
hard  pressed  to  find  suitable 
locations.  Or    is    it    just    some 

public-spirited   citizen?         At   any 
rate  he  is  a  poor  paper-hanger. 

Plumbing  What  Am 
ORLD-wide  atten- 
tion was  drawn  to 
the  Hotel  Netherland 
fire  in  New  York.  The 
blaze  itself  at  the  top  of 
the  thirty-eight  storey 
building  in  course  of 
construction  may  be  a  matter 
of  purely  local  interest,  but  a 
sidelight  contained  in  the  news 
reports  has  a  significance  which 
cannot  be  ignored.  It  appears 
that  so  exclusive  is  to  be  this  new 
hostelry  which  will  only  contain 
one  hundred  apartments,  that  the 
handles  of  the  doors  are  to  be 
inlaid  with  gold  and  that  the 
bathroom  fittings  are  to  be  sterling 
silver.  It  cannot  be  denied  that 
we  inherit  many  of  our  extrava- 
gances of  this  nature  from  the 
South,  and  we  want  to  know 
right    now    if     this    thing   is    going 


to    become    general.  Keeping 

up  with  the  Joneses  is  bad  enough 
in  our  present  modest  mode  of 
life,  but  when  it  comes 
to  silver  taps  for  bath- 
tubs somebody  is 
going  to  get  into  hot 
water.  And    another 

thing:  What    about 

these  here   new  jewelry 
stores?     Are  they  going 
to    open     plumbing    departments? 

Without  Prejudice 
JLfR.  CHAPLIN  was  the  latest 
target  of  those  who  disap- 
prove of  the  private  lives,  particu- 
larly the  private  married  lives,  of 
our  movie  idols.  It  is  the  custom 
of  these  people  to  attribute  to  the 
artists  of  the  silver  sheet  a  careless 
and  disrespectful  attitude  toward 
the  institution  of  marriage.  Such 
an  opinion  of  the  move  people 
is  cherished  by  the  cautious  busi- 
ness man  who  writes  "without 
prejudice"  at  the  top  of  his  every 
business    letter.  How    does    he 

know?      Perhaps  the  movie  people 
married  that  way. 

The  Villain 

]7X-  KAISER  WILHELM  has 
written  a  book  and  it  is  having 
a  fair  sale  in  the  countries  whose 
people  had  at  one  time  ugly 
designs    on    his    neck.  It    will 

probably  not  be  long  before  the 
Kaiser  will  cease  to  be  regarded 
as  the  arch-criminal  of  the  war. 
And  if  anybody  wants  to  know 
who  was  the  a.c.  of  the  w.,  we  will 
tell  him.  It  was  the  American 
officer  in  Flanders  who  started 
this  blooming  chain  letter.  The 
effects  of  his  sin  will  probably 
outlast  the  war's  worst  ravages, 
and  we  can  only  hope  that  wher- 
ever he  is  he  is  getting  his  share 
of  these  ridiculous  messages.  If 
so,  he  is  probably  not  sending 
them  on  and  may  he  have  all  the 
bad  luckattendant  on  thisomission. 
{Continued  on  page  39) 
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"/  hear  Miss  Oldegirl  tried  to  join  the  Northwest  Mounted  Police." 

"What  the  deuce  was  the  idea}" 

"She  heard  that  they  never  fail  to  get  their  man." 


Horoscope 

I  gaze  in  my  crystal  globe  and 
see  the  Chicago  of  the  future. 

Women  and  children  tread  its 
streets  in  peace  and  security. 

Banks  have  thrown  away  their 
locks  and  their  vaults  and  their 
burglar  alarms. 

Visitors  venture  out  on  the  dark- 
est alleys  at  3  a.m.  and  fail  to 
enquire  of  natives  the  best  place 
to  be  held  up. 

The  mayors  of  the  outlying  dis- 
tricts drive  to  their  offices  in  plain, 
ordinary  cars. 

There  is  not  an  armored  vehicle 
within  a  hundred  mile  radius. 

The  Chicago  police  force  is  a 
thing  of  the  past — more  so  than 
ever,  that  is  to  say. 

Citizens  no  longer  lock  their 
houses  at  night. 

There  is  not  a  criminal  of  even 
the  mildest  type  in  the  entire  city 

— The  last  gangster  has  just 
slain  the  next  to  the  last  gangster 
and  died  of  sheer  boredom. 

— Parke    Cummings. 


Cheating  Him 

James:  The  postmaster  gave 
you  a  dirty  look  when  he  handed 
out  your  mail. 

William:  My  friends  are  such 
poor  writers  he  can't  read  the 
cards  that  come  for  me. 

*  *      * 

Western  Precocity 

Aberdeen  (S.  Dak.)  News — 
"A  one-year-old  son  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  L.  W.  Hathaway,  living 
near  White  River,  had  his  jaw- 
bone broken  when  a  tractor  he 
was  cranking  backfired." 

It's  the  climate. 

*  *      * 

Longevity  Note 

"The  robbery  recalled  mem- 
ories of  Bill  Carlisle  who,  single- 
handed,  held  up  three  Union 
Pacific  trains  in  1813  and  later 
escaped  prison  to  rob  another 
in  1920."— Memphis  (Jenn.) 
Commercial- Appeal. 

Who  said  a  life  of  crime  was  not 
healthy? 


An  Easy  Mistake 

The  limited  express  tore  madly 
through  the  midnight  darkness. 
Suddenly  the  alert  engineer  sprang 
to  the  lever  and  set  the  brakes. 
The  sparks  flew  from  the  rails  as 
the  locked  wheels  slid  along  with  a 
cry  of  pain.  The  lights  were  ex- 
tinguished as  car  after  car  came 
toppling  from  the  tracks.  Then 
came  a  shuddering  silence  more 
terrible  than  the  harsh  grating  of 
iron  on  steel.  Some  passengers 
made  torches  from  fragments  of 
wreckage,  and  searched  for  dead 
and  injured.  A  sound  singularly 
like  a  snore  issued  from  a  pile  of 
debris.  Hastily  removing  several 
pieces  of  twisted  iron,  they  dragged 
forth  a  slumbering  porter.  "Great 
heavens!"  they  exclaimed,  "didn't 
you  know  there  had  been  a  wreck?" 
"Well,  gemmun,"  said  the  porter, 
"I  sho' felt  somepin',  but  ah  done 
thought  we  was  jest  couplin  on  de 
dinin  cah  at  Memphis." 
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Sizing  Him  up 

Chuck — That  bozo  is  only  a  ham 
fighter. 

Wally — Are  you  sure? 

Chuck — Yes,  he  offered  to  knock 
my  block  off  for  about  three  cents. 
A  professional  would  want  a  half 

million. 

*  *        * 

Outcry 

Poor    anguished    mortal    till    thou 

dost  appear. 
This  laboured  breath,   this  throb- 

ing  in  my  breast, 
This  fevered  pulse,  all  symptoms 

to  attest 
My  need  of  thee.  Ah,  come  to  me! 
Here  o'er  my  heart   I   clasp  thee 

fast  and  faster, 
While  every   nerve   thrills   to   thy 

touch. 

0  mustard  plaster! 

*  *        * 

Naked  Truth 

She   goes   to   bed   in   her  working 
clothes, 
Does  lovely  Rita  Joddel, 
But   that  is  easily  explained, 

For  she's  an  artist's  model. 

*  *        * 

Sure,  He  Oughta  Did  Bang! 

When  he  arose  to  answer  a  ques- 
tion in  the  House  this  afternoon, 
the  Laborite  should  loudly: 
"Shoot.   Shoot!" — Ottawa  Journal. 

Startling  trend  of  Communistic 

tactics. 

*      *      * 

It  Lasted  Quick 

Charles  Compton  spoke  as  a 
reformed  newspaperman  of  some 
of  the  terrible  scenes  he  had  wit- 
nessed while  a  reporter  and 
which  he  attributed  largely  to 
the  effects  of  liquor.  He  spoke 
of  having  seen  30  men  and  two 
women  with  a  bottle  of  liquor 
in  a  house  in  Rochesterville." 

— Ottawa     Citizen. 

High  revelry  in  the  Fourth  Estate! 

*  *        * 

Summary 

Marriage  is  a  lottery, 
A  game  of  mating; 

With  booby  prizes 
Predominating. 


George:  "Don't  you  think  Nellie's 
face  reveals  real  character'?" 

Georgette:  "Oh  my,  yes — the  real 
character  of  her  cosmetics." 


*      *      * 


The  Gamble 

Life  is  like  a  game  of  cards    .    .     . 
When  you're  in  love,  it's  hearts. 
When    you're    engaged,     it's    dia- 
monds. 
When  you're  married,  it's  clubs. 
When  you're  dead,  it's  spades. 


"But  surely  you  didn't    look,  for 
the  escaping  gas  with  a  match}" 
"Ah,  but  this  was  a  safety  match!" 


A  Good  Girl 

Like  a  thunderbolt  the  truth 
flashed  upon  her.  She  was  trap- 
ped. There  was  no  choice — she 
would  have  to  walk.  Imagine  it: 
she  walking.  He  was  watching  her 
like  a  hawk — smiling  sardonically. 
That  unbearable  self-assurance  of 
his!  He  thought  he  had  her  beat- 
en, did  he?  Should  she  give  in  to 
him?  Concede?  Never!  But 
the  route  was  beset  with  obstacles. 
They  were  miles  from  the  city! 
She  must  walk  over  rocks,  through 
sand — even  in  water.  But  her 
mind  was  made  up.  She'd  show 
him  he  couldn't  conquer  her! 
And  so  she  left  him,  walked— and 
walked — to  the  trap,  took  out  her 
iron,  and  with  a  beautiful  swing, 
lifted  the  ball  on  to  the  green. 

P.   C. 

*  *      * 

The  Reformer  in  Heaven 

"It's  much  too  peaceful  here," 
said  he;  "perfection  has  no  charm 
for  me.  You  know  (although  he 
doesn't  look  it),  I  half  suspect  St. 
Peter's  crooked.  I've  met  some 
angels  here,  of  late,  who  must  have 
crashed  the  Golden  Gate.  Why,  I 
met  one,  short  time  ago,  well-known 
to  me  when  down  below.  He 
was  a  sheep  of  blackest  hue,  intent 
to  drink  and  smoke  and  chew — 
another  boarder  for  the  devil,  if 
Peter 'd  played  it  on  the  level.  I'll 
stake  my  spotless  reputation,  this 
place  would  bear  investigation." 

— Ralph  Campbell. 

*  *      * 

To  Vivienne 

I  love  the  way  you  hold  your  head, 
The  way  you  hold  your  lips  so  red, 
But    best    of     all    (none    does    it 

slicker), 
I    love    the    way    you    hold    your 

liquor. 

*        *        * 

There   was   a   young   lady    named 

Buser, 
Who  chopped  her  young  husband 
in  two,  sir. 

When  asked  was  she  sorry, 
She    said,    "No,    begorry!" 
The  thrills  in  my  life  are  so  few, 
sir!" 


16 


C9DLIN 


When  Leerie  Goes  to  Sleep 

By  Ron  Everson 

WHEN  Leerie  goes  to  sleep  at  night, 
He  passes  to  a  land 
\\  here  mumberbokes  with  iron  tails 
Await  on  either  hand; 
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While  softly  by  the  forest  boles 

The  wily  redskins  creep; 
The  situation  grows  intense 

When  Leerie  goes  to  sleep. 

Sex! 

p*VEN  stones,  it  seems,  have  sex.  So  claims  a 
professor  of  the  Russian  Physico-Therapeutic 
Academy.  This  disclosure  causes  me  no  inconsider- 
able remorse,  and  has  led  me  to  resolve  never  to  throw, 
kick,  bump  or  otherwise  do  injury  to  any  stone,  how- 
ever ugly  or  however  immune  it— he  or  she,  I  should 
say — may  appear  to  violence.  And  as  penance  for 
the  many  former  slights  and  injuries  of  which  I  have 
been  guilty,  I  am  compelled  to  dedicate  this  ballad, 
one  of  the  modern  music-hall  type,  to  the  love  life 
of  the  stone.  It  is  intended  to  be  set  to  music,  and 
broadcast  frequently.      It  is  a  good  song: 

SONG  OF  THE  CURBSTONE  TO  THE  BROWN- 
STONE  HOUSE 
Little  house  with  your  soft  coat  of  brown, 
They  shan't,  no,  they  SHAN'T*  tear  you  down 
With  your  sweet,   stony  glance 
You  know  how  to  entrance; 
You're  the  loveliest  house  in  this  town. 


CHORUS 
Oh,  I'm  only  a  poor  little  curb  on  the  street, 
And   I'm    trod   on    all   day    by   ten    thousands   of  feet, 
■  But,  as  stars  shine  above, 

A  poor  curbstone  can  love, 
And  some  day  in  some  place  our  two  souls  shall  meet. 
So,    little    brown    house,    please   don't    leave    me    alone. 
You've  brought  me  a  love  that  I  wouldn't  have  k.nown. 

Oh,  T m  ugly  enough, 

And  my  sk.in  may  be  rough, 
But  deep  underneath  beats  a  true  heart  of  stone. 

*  C  Sharp.  — Park.e  Cummings. 

*        *        * 

How  He  Felt 

A  southern  storekeeper,  who  was  also  justice  of  the 
peace,  was  sitting  in  front  of  his  store  when  a  coloured 
man  drove  up. 

"Say,  squire,  the  latter  announced,  "dat  woman 
you  married  me  to  las' week  has  ten  chillun,  an' every 
one  ob  dem  plays  some  kin'  ob  a  musical  inst'ument." 

"Why.  that's  a  regular  band,  Mose,"  replied  the 
justice.  "Do  you  want  me  to  send  off  and  get  you  a 
horn  too? " 

"No,  suh,"  was  the  dismal  response.  "Ah  wants  to 
git  disbanded.' 

Not  Proven 

Clerk:  "But.  madam,  the  bristles  of  this  brush 
are  set  in  ivory  and  you  know  when  they  are  fixed 
like  that  they  never  come  out.'' 

Mrs.  Teller:  "Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that. 
MY  HUSBAND  IS  BALD!" 
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The  Price  of  Love 


This  is  the  story  of  a  man  who 
went  to  the  chair  for  love  of  a 
woman. 

Not  once,  nor  twice,  but  many 
times.  In  fact  he  would  have 
worn  the  chair  out  if  the  woman 
hadn't  .  .  .  But  let's  get  to  the 
beginning  of  the  story. 

It  was  not  exactly  love  at  first 
sight.  But  you  can't  travel  on 
the  same  street  car  twice  a  day 
for  a  year  with  the  same  woman 
always  hanging  on  the  next  strap 
or  the  next  but  one,  without 
developing  some  reaction.  Usually 
you  grow  to  hate  the  person.  Once 
in  a  while  you  fall  in  love,  or  think 
you  do.  That  is  what  happened 
to  Johnny  Chambers,  the  hero  of 
this  story. 

He  watched  her  and  stared  at 
her  and  wound  up  his  courage 
every  morning  to  speak  to  her, 
but  never  could  make  the  grade. 
He  blushed  and  stuttered  and  left 
the  car  without  saying  a  word. 

Until  one  morning,  in  despera- 
tion, he  stuck  on  the  car  until  she 
got  off,  and  followed  her  into  the 


big  office  building  that  swallowed 
her  up  every  day.  He  nearly  died 
trying  to  catch  the  same  elevator, 
but  missed.  Lucky  for  him,  she 
had  red  hair.  By  that  sign  the 
elevator  man  identified  her. 

"Yes,  sir.  Thank  you,  sir.  Works 
at  Wilson's,  the  dentist.  Dental 
nurse,  sir.  Thank  you  sir.  Get 
off  here,  sir.     Turn  to  the  right." 

He  found  her  in  the  dentist's 
office.  But  what  was  he  to  do 
about  it? 

"The  doctor  will  be  here  in  a 
minute,"  she  told  him  in  quiet, 
professional  tones.  She  looked  like 
a  newly-found  fortune,  in  her  spot- 
less white  overalls,  with  a  little 
red  cross  on  her  forehead. 

"Cold  morning,"  he  ventured, 
feeling  anything  but  cold.  But  she 
was  already  back  in  the  other 
room.  Nothing  to  do  but  wait 
for  the  doctor. 

Ten  minutes  later  he  took  the 
chair.  And,  oh!  boy!  Those  slim, 
dainty,  ravishing  fingers  were 
fastening  a  paper  serviette  round 
his  neck.     Never  once  did  he  feel 


Willie:  "Ma,  if  the  baby  was  to  eat  tadpoles,  would  it  give  him 
a  big  bass  voice  like  a  frog}" 

Mother:  "Good  gracious,  no!      They'd  k'H  him!" 
Willie:  "Well,  they  didn't!" 


"What's  the  matter?  You  sure 
look  worried." 

"Work,  work,  nothing  but  work 
from  morning  till  night." 

"How  long  have  you  been  at  it}" 

"OH!  I  START  TO-MOR- 
ROW!" 

the   touch   of   a   finger,   but   while 
he  lived  he  hoped. 

Especially  so,  when  the  dentist 
found  several  cavities  to  fill,  and 
a  bridge  to  make. 

Johnny  Chambers  broke  the 
bridge  twice,  damaged  three 
fillings,  and  chipped  two  sound, 
healthy  teeth  with  a  chisel  in  order 
to  go  back  to  the  chair  where  he 
paid  in  suffering  the  price  of 
happiness. 

Until  one  day  the  finger  that 
fastened  the  serviette  touched  the 
back  of  his  neck,  and  his  eye 
caught  a  sudden  look  of  tenderness 
in  hers,  that  intoxicated  him  like 
wine. 

His  shyness  fell  from  him  like 
a  veil.  He  grasped  her  round  the 
waist  and  crushed  her  to  him  with 
both  arms. 

"For  heaven's  sake,  let  me  take 
you  out  some  evening,  before  all 
my  teeth  are  gone." 

"Hush,  silly,  the  doctor's  com- 
ing," she  whispered.  But  her  lips 
brushed  his  forehead  as  she  drew 
away.  And  he  took  her  out  that 
night. 

—Albert  E.  Perks. 
*        *        * 

The  Clinch 

Mae:  "What  part  of  the  pic- 
ture   thrilled    you    the    most?" 

Fay :  "The  part  where  Joe  kissed 
me."  —  R.  D.  L. 
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THE  YARNS  OP  HELL'S  BELLS' O  NEIL 


"/")F  course,  "says  Hell's  Bells, 
"these  Admirals  weren't  what 
you  might  call  regular  full-sized 
Admirals.  They  were  sub-caliber 
Admirals — practise  size.  It  was 
after  one  of  those  wars  that  we 
used  to  have,  had  stopped,  and  for 
wan?  sf  <x  better  job,  the  squadron 
had  been  sent  to  the  Battle  of 
London  to  do  what  was  called 
experimental  flying.  We  experi- 
mented on  everything.  We  experi- 
mented on  staying  in  town  for  ten 
days  running,  without  regular 
passes.  Then  we  experimented  on 
mixing  bacardi  and  absinthe  with 
martinis.  Then  we'd  experiment 
on  dancing  with  some  of  the  girls 
in  the  neighborhood. 

"We  were  getting  along  famous 
until  one  day  the  Major  blows  into 
the  mess  with  a  'messages  and  sig- 
nals' form  in  his  hand  and  yells 
for  the  Adjutant.  'How  many 
pilots  you  got  sober  enough 
to  fly?' 

"The  Adjutant  scratches 
his  chin.  'I'll  count  'em, 
sir,  and  I'll  send  out  a 
search  party  for  the  mis- 
sing ones.' 

'You  better  jolly  well 
bleeding  had,'  yells  the 
Major.  'We've  got  an  in- 
spection party  unloading 
on  us  at  three  p.m.  to  see 
some  flying.  A  bunch  of 
four-ringed  scabs  from 
Bolo  House  with  six  foreign 
Admirals  and  if  I  don't  see 
the  squadron  dressed,  pol- 
ished and  sober  by  noon 
there'll  be  another  Adju- 
tant in  hell  by  twelve-ten. 
I  have  spoken.  May  God 
walk  with  you,  my  boy.' 

"Well,  the  dust  flew 
thick,  I  can  tell  you,''  says 
Hell's  Bells.  "There  was 
more  paint,  shoe-blacking, 
button  polish,  shaving  soap, 
bromo-seltzer  and  heifer 
dust  slung  around  that 
camp  in  the  next  two 
hours      than      the      whole 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 

How  the  Cub  Subs  Insulted  Six 

Admirals 

Guards'  Brigade  would  sling  in  a 
month  of  church  parade  Sundays 
with  the  King  on  parade.  By 
eleven-thirty  we  were  looking  like 
staff  officers  on  Paris  leave.  Then 
comes  the  Adjutant  with  another 
'messages  and  signals'  form.  'B' 
Flight,  which  was  me  and  five  cub 
second  lieutenants,  was  to  be  the 
escorting  party  while  'A'  and  'C' 
were  to  fly.  I  swore,  I  prayed,  I 
threatened  excommunication,  but 
he  leaves  me  flat.  There  was  noth- 
ing for  it,  so  I  call  the  five  cubs  and 
line  them  up  on  the  mess  porch. 
'Listen,'  I  says.  'You  know  me. 
O'Neil  of  the  Black  Tyrones  was 
the  weak  sister  in  my  family.  You 
and  me  are  going  to  escort  six 
Admirals    this    afternoon    and    by 
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"How  would  you  like  take  a  flying  zoom  at  the 

moon?"     And  the  Admiral  grins  and  says,   "If 

you  please,  Honorable,  I  think1" 


St.  Anthony's  fire,  we're  going  to 
do  it!  You're  going  to  stand  right 
on  this  porch  till  they  come!  If  I 
catch  any  of  you  telling  'em  that 
the  wheels  on  the  undercarriages 
are  run  by  fan  belts,  I'll  draw  your 
tonsils  with  fishhooks.  If  you  tell 
'em  the  prop  is  to  keep  the  engine 
cool  I'll  pull  off  your  arms  and  beat 
your  brains  out  with  them.  You're 
not  to  say  anything  but  'yessir'  and 
'nosir'  and  you're  to  say  it  quick 
and  loud.  When  you're  standing 
still  keep  your  heels  together  and 
your  eyes  to  the  front.  Keep  your 
gloves  on,  don't  smoke,  don't  trip 
over  your  sticks  and  if  any  one  of 
you  calls  me  Bill  I'll  nail^  his 
tongue  to  a  stump  and  kick  him 
over  backwards.  Am  I  lucid?  I 
am.  Shut  up.  That's  all.  Stand 
here  at  attention  till  three  o'clock 
and  don't  smile  or  scratch.' 

"Well,  the  Admirals  came — and 
you  could've  knocked  me 
down  with  a  back-firing 
prop — they  were  Japs! 
Little,  dinky,  four  and-a- 
half  footers,  all  smiles  and 
gold  lace  and  little  six-inch 
ivory  swords.  Death,  why 
hadn'st  thou  smitten  me 
on  the  Menin  Road? 

"Off  we  go,  two  by  two 
with  the  Major  and  the 
Adjutant  and  the  Doctor 
and  the  Equipment  Officer 
up  ahead  with  the  be- 
monocled  O.B.E.  dress- 
makers and  milliners  from 
the  Air  Ministry,  while  I 
followed  next  with  Admiral 
Number  One  and  my  cub 
subs  follow  behind  me  with 
Admirals  Two  to  Six.  Well, 
by  the  time  we  had  gotten 
through  the  first  hangar  I 
discover  what  my  cubs  had 
discovered  long  before, 
which  is,  that  all  these 
Admiral  blokes  can  say  in 
in  English  is  'yes'  and  'no' 
and  'The  pens  of  my  aunt 

(Continued  on  page  38) 
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A  Poor  Penman 

"Does  that  writer  know  his  p's 
and  q's?"  asked  the   proof-reader. 

"He  may,"  replied  the  printer, 
"but  the  rest   of  us  have  to  guess 

which   is   which." 

*        *        * 

Practical 

The  topic  had  been  carefully 
explained,  and,  as  an  aid  to  each 
pupil,  a  card,  bearing  the  picture 
of  a  boy  fishing,  was  given.  The 
notation  on  the  card  read: 

"Even  pleasure  requires  patience. 
See  the  boy  fishing?  He  must  sit 
andwait.  He  must  be  very  patient." 

Then  the  teacher  asked  what 
we  need  most  when  we  go  fishing 
and  the  reply  came:     "Bait!" 


"Mummy,  k.in  I  have  my  gum  nowV 
"Yes,  dear.      Where  is  if?" 
"That  man's  sitting  on  it." 

Cherchez  la  Femme!     A.D. 

(After  Dark) 
Rastus:     "I     tells    you,   Sambo, 
I     done     found     out     de     diffence 
between    men    and    de    women    at 
las'." 

Sambo:      "What — what   is   it?" 

Rastus:     "Wal,  a  man'll  gib  $2 

fer  a  $1   thing  dat  he  wants  an'  a 

woman'll    gib    $1    fer    a    $2    thing 

whad  she  don'  want!" 

*        *        * 

At  Last 

Wife  (reading  paper) :  Says  here 
a  new  serial's  to  appear  to-morrow, 
"The  Dark  Mystery." 

Husband:  At  last  those  break- 
fast food  advertisers  have  stopped 
using  misleading  names. 


Omsk  Bodkins! 

Mrs.  Newriche:  "Oh,  Mauruss, 
we  can't  let  our  daughter  associate 
with  that  Russian,  Hamboneski. 
I've  just  heard  he's  one  of  the  Volga 
people." 

Mr.  Newriche:  "Is  zat  so?  He'd 
better  watch  his  Steppes." 


Foiled  I 

"You  say  Marie  left  Gookus 
High  School  in  disgust  because  of 
the  interest  of  the  male  teachers?" 

"Odds,  no,  Trevor;  'twas  be- 
cause she  couldn't  get  the  principle 
of  the  thing." 
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ItAllCcmes  under  the  Heading 
•of  Pleasure 

I 
THE   4.37   train   to     Gloomhurst 
that  is  crowded    to  the  guards 
with  hot,  perspiring,  stockbrokers. 

The  latest  supper  restaurant 
that  is  devoid  of  ventilation,  ser- 
vice and  elbow  room. 

The  musical  comedy  in  which 
the  drollest  quip  was  originally 
used  at  Tony  Pastor's  and  the 
prettiest  girl  is  bow-legged. 

The  formal  dinner  during  which 
seven  dull,  uninteresting  men  make 
vapid  converse  with  seven  unin- 
spiring, vacuous  women. 

The  outing  expedition  in  the 
wilds,  during  which  it  constantly 
rains  pitchforks,  the  guide  disap- 
pears and  the  liquor  gives  out. 

The  sailing  party  that  results  in 
all  hands  becoming  desperately 
seasick  and  the  craft  capsizing. 

The  week-end  at  Shallowbrook 
that  leaves  an  appalling  hangover 
and  a  muddled  recollection  of  hav- 
ing lost  every  sou  at  bridge. 

The  afternoon  at  Rocky  Beach 
during  which  the  sun  is  so  scorch- 
ing that  three  whole  days  in  bed, 
swathed  in  carron  oil  poultices,  are 
subsequently  necessary. 

The  roadside  picnic  that  reveals 
the  existence  of  rattlesnakes,  hun- 
gry and  cantankerous  tramps,  in- 
sects of  all  varieties,  and  the 
absence  of  anything  to  drink. 

The  slumming  tour  that  ultim- 
ately necessitates  the  forking  over 
of  three  pearl  necklaces,  five  wal- 
lets, two  gold  watches  and  a 
diamnond  scarfpin  in  order  to 
effect  a  suitable  exit. 

II 

"I'd  give  anything  to  get  out  of 
this  party,  but  I  promised,  on  my 
word  of  honor,  I'd  go." 

"We're  only  half  way  to  the  top, 
but  think  of  the  wonderful  view 
when  we  get  there." 

"That's  game  and  rubber.  You 
owe  eighty-seven  dollars." 

"I  never  knew  it  could  be  so 
rough  on  a  yacht  before." 

"That's  the  seventh  ball  I've 
lost  this  afternoon,  and  this  is  only 
the  ninth  hole." 


"Maybe  if  we  wait  till  they  play 
a  fox  trot,  we'll  do  better." 

"They  say  cold  cream  helps.       1 


Willie:  "Pa,   what's  a  parasite}'' 

His  Pa:  "A  parasite,  son,  is  a 
man  who  walks  through  a  revolving 
door  without  doing  his  share  of 
pushing!" 


had  no  idea  it  was  going  to  be  so 
hot." 

"I  know  it's  beautiful  scenery, 
but  I've  never  seen  it  rain  so  hard." 

"I'll  never  drink  bootleg  liquor 
again." 

— Charles  G.  Shaw. 

Genius 

A  little  Jewish  boy  was  standing 
on  a  street  corner,  making  the  wel- 
kin ring  with  great  sobs  and  ex- 
clamations of  distress.  About  him 
there  soon  gathered  a  large  crowd 
of  would-be  sympathizers. 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  little 
man?"  asked  one  of  the  crowd. 
"Are  you  lost?" 

The  boy  ceased  his  wailing.  "I 
am,"  he  answered.  "I'm  lost. 
Won't  you  all  take  me  to  Gold- 
blatt's  Cut-Rate  Tailoring  Shop, 
at  234  Rosen  Street,  which  has 
just  opened  up  a  marvelous  sacri- 
fice sale  on  men's  pants  and  suits  at 
fifty  per  cent,  below  cost?" 

Cat  and  Dog 

1-4  E  sees  my  neighbor's  cat 

As  sedately  she  walks    in  the 
garden. 

He  bounds  toward  her, 

But  she,  certain  of  the  fence, 

Erects  herself 

And  her  fur, 

Backing  sidelong  a  little 

With  ear-laid  hauteur: 
1  don't  believe  we've  met  before." 

But  he, 

Remembering  the  fence  now, 

Merely  wished  to  look  through 

At  the  flowers. 

He  does  not  look  at  her. 

He  scrubs  the  turf  with  his  hind  feet 

Shooting   forth   grass-roots  behind 
him, 

Barks  at  a  passing  truck, 

And  comes  home 

Gallantly, 

Tail  in  air. 

— Raymond  Knistcr. 

Sylvia:  Dick  is  awf'ly  inter- 
esting. 

Helen:  Yes,  he  can  listen  for 
hours  on  any  subject. 

—A.  H.  Rodiek- 
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Teacher:  "Who  was  the  first  radio 
fiend?" 

Willie:  "Paul  Revere.  He  broadcast 
with  only  one  plu§!" 

What  the  Governors  of  North 
Ontario  Say  to  the  Governors 
of  South  Ontario  and  Vice  Versa 

Vest  pocket  references  for  use  by 
hosts  of  Board  of  Trade  delegations 
with  reply  affixed,  which  the  tra- 
veller will  find  of  special  benefit  on 
the  last  lap  of  the  journey.  For  rea- 
sons, if  not  obvious*  need  not  and 
should  not  be  mentioned. 
TO  you,  our  guests  Vast  North 
land  Treasure  house  of 
potential  wealth  We  have  at  our 
disposal  Awaiting  development... 
Opportunity  to  youth  of  our  land 
Connecting  link  east  and  west... 
Cement  ties  of  Confederation.... 
Men  of  the  North  and  the  North 
breeds  men     A  God-given  heritage 

Gentlemen  Come  with  me. 
Where  will  you  find?  Forests, 
streams     Scenic         beauty     Some 

day     playground     Not     only 

Neighbours  to  South  Here  we 
have  90  per  cent,  world's  nickel 
supply  Precious  metals  Unesti- 
mable  value  Surface  just  been 
scratched  Lead  and  zinc  Coal 
Then  let  us  proceed  Gold  by 
the  tons      Hollinger  second  largest 

World      Mclntyre     shaft     Four 
thousand  feet     Deepest  on  Ameri- 
can   continent      Further    North 
Pulp  and  paper.      Hives  of  activity 

Owe  to  those  who  have  gone 
before     Men  of  vision     We  to-day 


.Must  grasp  torch.  Which  re- 
minds me  A  little  story  about 
good  friend.  Alex  Dewar  Alex, 
you  know,  enthusiastic  exponent 
Was  at  funeral  of  friend's  Asked 
to  say  few  words  "Can't  add 
much,  "said  he,  "to  what  already 
has  been  said  of  our  departed  "... 
Would  like  to  tell  you  all  about 
Northern  Ontario.  Like  Alex  we 
hope  you  Boosters  of  the  North. 
To    Which    Will    Be    the    Reply: 

Never  before  realized  Amaz- 
ing strides  you  men  of  North 
Really  an  education  We,  your 
neighbours  to  South  feel  ashamed 
Glaring  ignorance  Coming 
back  again  Only  a  glimpse  as  it 
were  Might  I  apply  those  words 
of  Horace     Go  North,  young  man, 

go    North        Your    hospitality 

Really,       gentlemen  Glittering 

lakes     Like    stars    in     the    sky. ... 
Diamonds     Call    of     the     wilds... 
Something  that  gets  in  your  blood 
....In  fiction      Enjoy  all  advantages 
of  modern  conveniences     Progres- 
sive    Hardly  realize     Not  such  a 
wild      Impressed    with    your    heri- 
tage    Most  of  all,  the  type  of  men 
we     have     met     And     upon     our 
return     Wider        vision      Happier 
outlook      Do     everything      within 
our  power     Obstacles  overcome. 
Geologists  have  said.    You  proved 
they  were  wrong      In   ten  years 
Cities    in    your    midst     While    in- 


specting one  of  your  great  Little 
incident  occurred  Friend  George 
over  there...  Laugh  was  not  only  on 
him  All  of  us  Enjoyed  ourselves 
to  the  full  Northern  Ontario. 
World  will.  Beaten  path  to  your 
door. 

*      *      * 

Too  L8 

There  was  a  lad  named  Willie  T8 
Who  loved  a  lass   called  Annie  K8. 
He  asked  if  she'd  be  his  M8, 
But  K8  said  W8. 

His  love  for  her  was  very  gr8 — 
He  told  her  it  was  hard  to  W8 
And  begged  to  know  at  once  his  F8, 
But  K8  said  W8. 

Then  for  a  time  he  grew  sed8, 
But  soon  he  hit  a  faster  G8 
And  for  another  girl  went  str8. 

Now  K8  can  W8! 

*  *        * 

Careless 

Papa  Kangaroo:  "Where's  the 
baby,  dear?'" 

Mother  Kangaroo  (feeling  in 
pockets):  "Now,  that's  funny. 
Guess   I   must  have  left  it  in   my 

other  clothes!"' 

*  *        * 

"Mother  may  I  go  out  to  swim?" 
Said  a  flapper  over  in  Cork. 

"Yes,'"   said   Mamma,   "but  don't 
come  back 
Until  you  reach  New  York." 

—R.D.L. 


Needed  Inventions 

The  Yodelling  Golf  Ball 


22 


Sock  or  Zowie? 

TIME  out  of  mind  the  contro- 
versy has  raged:  when  a  good 
square-edged,  sharp-cornered  brick 
lands  full-tilt  on  a  comic-strip 
character's  head  should  the  process 
be  labeled  "SOCK"  or  "ZOWIE"? 
In  later  years  those  who  have 
adhered  to  these  two  respective 
beliefs  have  formed  schools.  The 
SOCK  school  came  first,  and 
is  pre-eminently  the  school  of 
realism.  "The  word 'SOCK,'"  says 
O'Toole,*  "is  the  most  faithful 
reproduction  of  the  sound  of  a 
brick  coming  into  violent  contact 
with  the  human  skull  that  the 
brain  of  man  has  ever  devised. 
It  was  formulated  only  after  years 
of  painstaking  experiment  on  the 
part  of  innumerable  cartoonists 
during  which  thousands  of  sub- 
jects were  incapacitated  for  life. 
There  is  not  the  slightest  pos- 
sibility of  this  school  abandoning 
the  word  within  a  decade  at  least." 
But  the  ZOWIE  school,  a  com- 
parative newcomer  to  the  realms 
of  higher  art,  subscribes  to  an 
entirely  different  theory.  "To  ap- 
preciate fully  the  use  of  the  word 
'ZOWIE,'"  say  Maguire.t"  it  is 
necessary  to  understand — yes,  and 
feel  for — impressionism.  Our  school 
does  not  contend  that  the  sound 
emanating  from  the  contact  in 
question  resembles,  even  remotely 
'ZOWIE.'     We  are  not  after  photo- 

*Cf.  OToole's  "1.001  WAYS 
TO  AMUSE  CHILDREN,"  1903, 
Vol.  II,  page  386. 

fCf.  Maguire's  "THAT 
BURNS  ME  UP,"  1922.  page  64. 
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graphic  or  phonographic  realism. 
We  believe  that  the  primary  func- 
tion of  all  great  art  is  to  give  effect. 
In  this  case  we  are  striving  for  an 
effect  of  cataclymsmic  struggle,  of 
terrible  deeds,  of  stirring,  gripping 
catastrophies,  of  turmoil,  strife, 
Great  Nature  up  in  arms — of  a 
noble  character  fallen  from  high 
estate,  as  Aristotle  would  have  it. 
And  that  is  exactly  what  'ZOWIE' 
does." 

And  so  the  controversy  rages 
while  lesser  schools  nominate  their 
own  modifications  and  interpre- 
tations to  add  to  the  confusion. 
There  is  "BIFF,"  the  watchword 
of  the  classicists,  "CLINK,"  the 
catch-phrase  of  the  aesthetes, 
"POW,"  the  favorite  of  the  roman- 


1 
I 

v^"  L 

I 

i 

f 

4 

W^ 

9^ 

/                   ** 

/^ 

ticists,  "ZAM,"  the  brain-child  of 
the  post-impressionists  (here  a 
lamp-post  is  substituted  for  a 
brick),  and  "WHACK,"  the  darling 
of  the  out-and-out  reactionaries 
who  refuse  to  admit  that  the 
comic  strip  of  to-day  differs,  or 
should  differ,  from  its  earliest  mani- 
festations. At  present  chaos 
reigns,  and  the  writer  can  only 
close  with  the  earnest  plea  that  all 
comic  artists  convene  shortly  and 
devise  standard  phrases  and  labels 
for  the  many  catastrophes,  heart- 
tugs  and  manifestations  of  self- 
expression  that  occur  in  that  whim- 
sically fascinating  world  of  make- 
believe,  the  Comic  Strip. 

— Parks  Cummings. 

*     *     * 

"Wanted — Salesladies.      Baer   & 
Wilde." 

— Dallas  Texas  Dispatcher. 
Wheel 


Honest  at  Least 

A  train  on  a  South  Georgia 
railroad  had  been  late  every  day 
for  a  year,  but  one  day  it  gasped 
into  the  depot  of  the  terminal 
exactly  on  the  dot.  The  passen- 
gers promptly  got  together  a  purse 
for  the  engineer  and  offered  it  to 
him  for  his  marvelous  feat. 

After  the  spokesman  had  made 
an  eloquent  speech  to  which  the 
engineer  listened  with  a  dry  grin 
on  his  face,  and  offered  the  purse 
to  the  engineer,  he  said  stammer- 
ingly,  "Friends,  I — I  hate  to  refuse 
this  kind  offer,  but  THIS  IS 
YESTERDAY'S  TRAIN!" 

*  *       * 

He'll  Soon  Be  Running  for 
Office 

First  Foor- Walker:  "I've  been 
appointed  a  walking  delegate  to 
the  next  Pedestrians'  Convention." 

Second  Floor-Walker:  "Ah, 
making  great  strides  in  your  pro- 
fession." 

*  *       * 

Unique 

"Lowell  paper  (adv.) — Blue 
Serges.  Those  who  want  the  new 
double-breasted  blue  serge  with 
one  long  and  one  golf  pant  will 

find  a  good  one  at  $15." 

*  *        * 

Tough 

"Tilton  (Ark.)  News — Prof. 
A.  G.  Glenwood,  who  was  to 
lecture  on  'What  to  Eat*  Friday 
night,  was  unable  to  fill  his 
appointment  on  account  of  a 
severe  attack  of  indigestion." 

Poetic  justice! 
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Why  They  Say  Genius  Is  Insane 

By  Frank.  Kenneth  Young 

DROFESSOR     Leandral    Wund-     and   prehistoric    man    was   at   one 

derlund  is  for  the  time  being  time — " 
occupying  a  suite  of  rooms  far  Again  the  sentence  is  left  un- 
removed  from  his  usual  haunts  finished  as  a  foreign  sound  breaks 
and  natural  habitat.  On  one  side  in  upon  the  spell.  Ah!  doubtless 
of  him  there  lives  a  noted  com-  his  friend,  the  composer  of  jazz, 
poser  of  jazz,  and  on  this  other  is  also  becoming  inspired.  Heavens! 
side  a  family  who  received  a  why  couldn't  the  man  receive 
Victrola    for    Christmas.  inspiration  at  some  other  time? 

The    Professor    is    composing    a  Both  the  Victrola  and  the  piano 

monograph  on    comparative    phy-     are  in  full  swing  now. 
siognomy.  "Of  course,  some  geologists  main- 

Dressed    in    a    gorgeous    studio     tain,    with    the    erroneous    uncer- 

gown,     he     seats     himself     at    his     tainty   of    ignorance,    that " 

desk.      Running  one   very  slender  "Bye-bye,  blue    bird! .  .  .  .  ta-ta- 

and    artistic    hand    through    hair     ta-tum!  Tar-um-ta-tum-tum!" 
brushed     straight     back     from     a         — that — "  The        Professor 

very    high    forehead,    he    dips    his     struggles    to   concentrate.  .      "But 
pen  in  the  ink  and  writes: 

"As  is  evidenced  by  the  pre- 
historic stratum  found  in  some 
rare  and  uninhabited  portions  of 
the  Transvaal,  we  have  reason  to 
believe  that  a  study  of  the  pre- 
historic  stratum,"    etc.,  etc." 

At  this  point,  a  sound  breaks 
in  upon  his  profound  study.  Ah! 
it  seems  that  the  neighbours  next 
door  are  never  going  to  tire  of  that 
phonograph. 

"Did  she,  didn't  she?  Yes,  she 
did!  Will  she,  won't  she?  Oh, 
you   kid!" 

The  Professor's  eyebrows  draw  on  the  other  hand,  some  historians 
together  in  a  heavy  frown.  When  point  out  that  all  knowledge  of 
completed,  the  monograph  will  comparative  physiognomy  must 
be  of  inestimable  value  to  all  of  necessity  be  a  bit  vague,  be- 
those    interested    in    a    study    of     cause- 


comparative    physiognomy. 

"We   have   every   reason   to   be- 
lieve    that     primitive,     primordial 


"Ta-ta-tar-um-tum!"  from  the 
piano. 

The  Professor  groans,  claps  one 
hand  to  his  head,  and  attempts 
to  write. 

"Comparative  man — ah,  yes! — 
the  infallibility  of  certain  charac- 
teristics as  manifested  by  the 
Aztec    race — " 

"Uncle  Josh  Wetherby  jines 
th'  Grangers!  He-heh-ha-ha-ha- 
ha!"  rasps  the  raucous  voice  of 
Cal   Stewart,    the   comedian. 

"Ta-tum,  ta-tum,  ta-ta-ta-tum!" 
comes  from  the  piano  as  the  jazz 
artist  flicks  the  ivory  keys  to  the 
urge  of  inspired  genius. 

Ahem!  a  great  work,  if  he  could 


only  get  it  written! 

"Sweet  lips,  red  lips,  hottest 
lips  in  town,"  sings  the  composer 
as  he  steps  on  the  loud  pedal. 

Hang  it!  the  Professor  doesn't 
mean  lips.  He  is  writing  of  the 
peculiar  frontal  cavity  in  the  banal 
orbital — 

"Ta-tum-tum!  Ta-tum-ta-ta- 
tum-ta!  She's  so  sweet  that  in  the 
summer,  all  the  flies  they  gather 
on  'er!" 

"Good  Gawd!"  gasps  the  Pro- 
fessor. 

"Yes,  sir,  that's  my  baby!  No, 
sir,  don't  mean — " 

The  Professor   tears  his  hair! 

"I  kissed  me,  and  pressed  me 
once  more  to  my  heart!"  as 
another  phonograph  record  is  mur- 
dered. 

Jab!  Splutter!  Blot!  Splash! 
$".&(***:>?   p   ? 

A  few  moments  later,  the  voice 
of  the  janitor  at  the  phone: 

'Hello!  Dis  is  de  janitor  of  de 
X  building.  Send  someone  up 
here  wid  de  wagon.  De  guy  what 
writes  books  in  Suite  7  has  gone 
nuts!" 

And  it  was  so! 

*       *       * 

A   Correction 

"Dear  Editor:  In  the  Gazette 
last  week  I  see  you  stated  that  I 
had  been  attending  a  picture 
show  in  West  Plains  when  I  was 
in  an  auto  accident  on  the  Rover 
road.  This  is  a  mistake  as  I 
had  been  attending  a  Pentecostal 
meeting  in  West  Plains.  Ezra 
White." 

— Howell  County  (Mo.)  Gazette. 
How  papers  avoid  libel  suits. 
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Pooh!  Pooh! 

DERHAPS  some  of  you  bridge 
players  are  impressed  and  over- 
awed by  these  radio  experts  who 
make  grand  slams  on  hands  that 
look  good  for  about  four  odd 
tricks.  As  for  me,  I  think  they 
are  just  a  bunch  of  pikers  and 
second-raters.  What's  a  grand 
slam  anyhow? 

The  other  night  they  broadcast 
a  hand  in  which  Mr.  Zulp  (West) 
bid  one  spade  and  proceeded  to 
make  a  grand  slam  as  usual.  Hold- 
ing four  honors  his  score  was  80 
plus  63  plus  100.  Total  for  the 
hand:  243. 

All  very  nice,  but  /  played  the 
same  hand  and  scored  460  points — 
and  I  wasn't  doubled  either. 
Score:  80  honors,  nine  tricks  at 
nine  a  trick — 81.  100  for  a  grand 
slam  and  100  for  each  trick  over  a 
grand  slam — 200.  80  plus  81  plus 
100  plus  200  equals  461.  I  made 
a  little  slam  and  one  of  my  oppon- 
ents reneged,  giving  me  three 
extra  tricks.  Pooh!  pooh!  you 
experts;    pooh!   pooh! 


Ed. 


— Parke  Cummings. 
Absolutely  true. 


*  *        * 

Far  from  Dolmondely 

There    was    an    old    fogey    named 

Cholmondely, 
Who  wasn't  what  one  would  cal! 
colmondely; 

Whenever  he  went  by 
All  the  babies  would  cry, 

He  was  so  infernally  holmondely. 

*  *        * 

Fifty-Fifty 

We    vowed    we   would    always    re- 
member 

That  star-studded  evening  in  May; 

There  must  have  been  music  and 
moonshine 

When    you    promised    you'd    love 
me  for  aye; 

Can    it    be    you've    forgotten    the 
fragrance 

Of  lilacs  there  under  the  yew? 

Oh,  well,  that's  quite  a  relief,  dear, 

For    I    have   forgotten   it   too. 

— R.  D.  L. 


The  Line  Is  Busy 


Agricultural   Note 

The  minister  was  examining  a 
very  backward  Sunday-school 
class,  and  asked  if  any  of  them 
could  tell  anything  about  Timothy. 
After  a  long  silence,  a  boy  in  the 
front  row  raised  his  hand. 

"Ah!  "  exlaimed  the  minister,  "I 
am  gratified  to  learn  that  someone 
in  the  class  knows  at  least  some- 
thing about  the  lesson.  Now,  my 
boy,  tell  us  what  you  know  about 
Timothy." 

"Timothy  is  a  sort  of  hay-seed," 
answered  the  boy  proudly. 

"So  is  your  old  man,"  chimed  in 
another  urchin  who  was  seated  at 
the  rear. 

— A.  S.   Beers. 


A  Pleasure  Trip 

"The  Rev.  B.  Good  of  the 
First  Baptist  Church  gave  a 
forceable  sermon  Sunday  even- 
ing before  a  large  enthusiastic 
audience.  The  subject.  "On 
the  Road  to  Hell,"  delighted 
his  many  listeners.'' 

—  The  Clermonl  Courier. 
*      *      * 

Must  Know  His  Stuff 

"SALESMAN  for  shoe  store 
and  temperate,  with  experience 
French;  English  speaking.  Ref- 
erence required.  270  Dal- 
housie."  34'/? 
— Ottawa  Citizen. 
Esperanto? 
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Love's   Young  Dream 
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"Shay,  where  does  Tom  Moloney  live"}" 

"Why,  you're  Tom,  old  boy\" 

"Sure,  I  know,  but  where  does  he  liveY' 

— Passing    Show. 


Songs    Not     Encumbranced    by 
Reticence 

Afternoon 
When    I    am    old    and    comforted 

And   done   with   this  desire, 
With   Memory   to  share  my     bed 

And  Peace  to  share  my  fire, 

I'll  ford  my  hair  in  scalloped  bands 
Beneath    my    laundered    cap. 

And   watch   my   cool   and   fragile 
hands 
Lie  light  upon  my  lap. 

And  I  will  wear  a  sprigged  gown 
With    lace    to    kiss    my    throat. 

I'll  draw  my  curtains  to  the  town. 
And  hum  a  purring  note. 

And   I'll  forget  the  way  of   tears, 

And  rock,   and  stir  my   tea. 
But  oh!  I  wish  these  blessed  years 
Were   further    than    they    be! 
— Dorothy  Parker 
In  the  New  Yorker. 


Fitting 

Dot:  Her  whole  house  is  remi- 
niscent  of  Henry  the  Eighth. 

Don:  Yes,  she  even  has  a  Tudor- 
Sedan.  — Lampoon. 

*  *     * 

Static 

"Who  is  this  Papperlapapp  you 
were  speaking  of,  Mrs.  Jones?" 

"Pardon  me,  Mrs.  Smith,  I 
didn't  say  anything;  you've  just 
put  your  ear-trumpet  in  my  coffee!" 
— Meggenf order    Blaetter,    Munich. 

*  *     * 

Evidence 

Mother — "Come  here,  Johnnie, 
I  have  some  good  news  for  you." 

Johnnie  (without  enthusiasm) — 
"Yes,  I  know;  brother  is  home  from 
college." 

Mother — "Yes,  but  how  did  you 
know?" 

Johnnie — "My  bank  won't  rattle 
any  more."  — Whirlwind. 


A  Word  to  the  Wise 

Old-Timer  to  Boarding  House 
Frosh — I  say,  old  man,  I  wouldn't 
touch  the  rice  pudding.  There 
was  a  wedding  here  yesterday. 

*      *     *  — Mugwump. 
Quotes  Scripture 

John  is  a  small  boy,  youngest  of 
a  minister's  family.  As  a  punish- 
ment for  some  misdemeanor  at 
the  table,  it  was  decided  that  John 
must  not  eat  with  the  family  at 
the  next  meal.  So  his  dinner  was 
placed  on  a  small  table  at  the  end 
of  the  dining  room. 

When  all  were  seated,  the  minis- 
ter said:  "Now,  John,  you  should 
ask  a  blessing  before  you  eat." 

This  was  a  new  duty  for  John, 
but  he  bowed  his  head  and  said 
reverently:  "Our  Father  in  heaven: 
Thou  hast  prepared  a  table  for  me 
in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies. 
Thanks  for  the  food.     Amen." 

— Christian  Register. 
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for  Sport 


The   World  of  Sport 
Brought  to   Your  Door  Every  Morning 
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THE  KINGS  HENCHMAN.  By 
Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay.  Pub- 
lishers, Harper  &  Brothers.  $2.25 

N  the  occasion  of 
the  premiere  of 
"The  King's  Hench- 
man" recently  at 
the  Metropolitan 
Opera  House  in  New  York,  it  was 
greeted  with  an  ovation  worthy 
of  the  accomplishment  of  Deems 
Taylor,  former  music  critic  of  the 
New  York  World,  the  composer,  and 
Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay,  the 
librettist,  who  has  woven  the) 
words  of  the  English  language 
into  the  musical  cadences  es- 
sential to  the  opera,  a  task 
which  had  hitherto  been  con- 
ceded almost  impossible.  As 
might  be  expected  from  this 
author's  previous  works,  the 
libretto  of  "The  King's  Hench- 
man" considered  alone  as  a 
lyric  drama  seems  to  need  no 
setting  of  music  to  enhance  its 
natural  beauty.  Miss  Millay 
has  used  only  the  sturdy  Saxon 
words  in  keeping  with  her 
story,  and  there  is  music  in 
the  fall  of  their  syllables  upon 
our  twentieth  century  ears. 
The  tale,  slightly  reminis- 
cent of  Tristan  and  Isolde  in 
its  theme,  has  however,  a 
modern  touch.  Aethelwold, 
Earl  of  East  Anglia,  hench- 
man and  friend  of  King  Ead- 
gar  of  England,  goes  on  the 
King's  mission  to  the  Thane 
of  Devon  to  bring  back  his 
daughter  Aelfrida  if  she  be 
suitable   for   the   King's   bride. 


Aethelwold,  lost  in  the  woods,  is 
discovered  by  Aelfrida  sleeping. 
Neither  knowing  the  identity  of 
the  other,  they  fall  in  love,  and  it 
is  in  this  scene  that  the  manu- 
script rises  to  its  greatest  heights 
of  beauty.  One  of  Aelfrida's 
speeches  contains  these  lines: 

O  moon,  draw  not  aside  thy  hem 

from  this  green  moss 
Ever,  ever. 
0   deep   wood,   unstill   with   small 

sounds, 
Be  kinsman  to  our  love, 


Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay  whose  lyric 

drama,  "The  King's  Henchman,"  is 

reviewed  in  this  issue. 


Nor   let    the   chilly   frost   with    his 

hoar  rime 
Creep  up,  creep  up  upon  the  drowsy 

summer. 
For  yet  a  little  time. 

And  ye,  oak  and  beech, 

With  your  dark  boughs  outspread. 

Drop    not    your    leaves,    however 

shrunk  and  sere. 
Upon  a  lover's  hand,  a  lover's  head 
Ere  we  find  speech 
For  all  this  ache  and  wonder  .   .   . 

Forsaking  his  mission  in  this 
sudden  passion,  Aethelwold 
sends  back  his  man  to  the 
King  with  the  report  that 
Aelfrida  is  a  nice  girl  but 
scarcely  good  enough  for  His 
Majesty.  On  the  other  hand, 
he  points  out  that  since  her 
father  owns  land  to  a  grati- 
fying extent,  that  she  would 
be  an  ideal  maiden  for  one  in 
such  moderate  circumstances 
as  Aethelwold. 

The  modern  touch  appears 
when  we  find  in  the  third  act 
Aethelwold  and  Aelfrida  mar- 
ried and  Aelfrida  dissatisfied, 
irked  by  household  tasks  and 
longing  for  the  life  of  greater 
romantic  and  social  possibil- 
ities. Suddenly  the  King 
comes  on  a  visit  to  his  hench- 
man. In  terror  Aethelwold 
urges  his  wife  to  make  herself 
appear  as  dowdy  and  unat- 
tractive as  possible.  This  she 
agrees  to  do,  but  when  the 
King  appears  Aelfrida  enters 
dressed  fit  to  kill.  And 
Aethelwold  in  his  disgrace  stab- 
(Contlnutd  on  page  30) 
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Books 

{Continued  from  page  29) 
bed  himself. 

"The  King's  Henchman"  does 
not  read  like  a  libretto,  and 
whether  or  not  less  excited  judg- 
ment than  was  accorded  it  by  the 
critics  at  its  premiere  will  justify 
its  operatic  value,  it  is  beautiful 
reading.  There  are  only  three 
passages  which  appear  capable 
of  classification  as  songs,  but  there 
is  a  spell  of  lyric  beauty  through- 
out. It  will  undoubtedly  add  to 
Miss  Millay's  already  abundant 
laurels. 

HEART   IN   A    HURRICANE. 

By  Charles  G.  Shaw.    Publishers, 

Brcntano's.  $2.00. 
"THE  author  of  this  piece  of 
literary  caviar  is  already  well 
known  to  Goblin  readers.  His  keen, 
humorous  and  satriical  pen  appeals 
to  all  of  us  who  have  a  superiority 
complex  or  an  assortment  of  good 
healthy  hates.  Mr.  Shaw's  writing 
is  the  crystallization  of  a  good- 
humoured  twentieth  century  dilet- 
tantism. His  work  is  subjective, 
provocative  and  self-revealing.  We 
imagine  him  resembling  rather 
closely  the  hero  of  this  his  first 
novel, who  in  a  stirring  con- 
fession said  of  himself, 
"Since  the  age  of  four  I 
have  held  a  profound  loath- 
ing for  camping  expedi- 
tions, Empire  furniture  and 
sweetbreads,  and  have 
never  had  the  slightest 
desire  to  speak  Danish. 
I  prefer  Anatole  France  to 
Harold  Bell  Wright,  Le 
Sour  ire  to  the  Congressional 
Record.  I  not  infrequently 
sleep  until  late  in  the 
afternoon  and  have  a  de- 
cided beguin  for  cigarros 
Alfonso  XIII.  Each  day 
I  grow  more  and  more 
weary  of  bobbed  hair  and 
flesh-colored  stockings. 

And  I  abhor  picnics. 
Three  times  a  year  I  am 
laid  up  with  grippe,  while 
strawberries  give  me  a 
rash.  Among  my  pet 
abominations  are:  dentists 


who  mistake  me  for  someone  else 
and  pull  the  wrong  tooth,  clairvoy- 
ants who  know  what  I'm  thinking 
about,  health-fanatics  who  are 
continually  inhaling,  exhaling,  tak- 
ing cold  baths,  and  telling  me  that 
I  should  exercise  more,  lustre 
crockery,  side  whiskers,  convention 
banquets,  paper  napkins,  oyster 
shell  flowers,  after-dinner  speeches, 
family  albums  and  unopenable  tins 
of  anchovies.  During  the  senti- 
mental bits  of  melodramas  I 
either  count  the  number  of  empty 
seats  or  read  what  the  man  will 
not  wear."  And  the  rest  of  the 
book  is  like  that.  There  is  a  plot, 
we  believe,  which  we  hope  to  dis- 
cover on  second  reading.  The 
illustrations  and  smart  jacket  are 
by  Ralph  Barton. 

ENOUGH  ROPE.  By  Dorothy 
Parser.  Toronto,  McLean  & 
Snithers,    Publishers.     $2.00. 

|)OROTHY  PARKER'S  verse, 
as  readers  of  the  smart  peri- 
odicals are  already  aware,  is  youth- 
ful, romantic,  ridiculous,  pathetic, 
sophisticated  and  probably  main- 
tains a  higher  average  of  quotabil- 
ity  than  that  of  any  other  writer 
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of  light  verse  living  to-day.  Not 
being  willing  to  gild  the  lily,  the 
reviewer  will  refrain  from  further 
extolling  the  virtues  of  the  effer- 
vescent Mrs.  Parker  but  will 
content  himself  with  advising  the 
reader  to  get  him  a  copy  of 
"Enough  Rope"  at  the  nearest 
book  store.  The  reviewer  goes 
on  record  as  accepting  full  res- 
ponsibility for  the  results. 
Here  is  a  sample: 

The   Thin    Edge 
With  you,  my  heart  is  quiet  here, 
And  all   my   thoughts  are  cool  as 

rain. 
I  sit  and  let  the  shifting  year 
Go  by  before  the  window-pane, 
And    reach    my    hand     to    yours, 

my  dear  .   .   . 
I  wonder  what  it's  like  in  Spain." 

THE  WAS-CURIOUS  FAUN.  By 
Caesar  Finn.  Toronto.  Printers 
Guild  Limited,  Publishers.  Lim- 
ited to  200  copies  numbered  and 
signed  by  the  author. 

IT  must  have  been  spring,  or 
the   thought   of    it,   or   perhaps 

it  was  the  champagne  or  the  lack 

of   it   that   made   Caesar   do    this. 

At  any  rate,  it  came  over  him  and 
he  did  it.  Close  friends 
of  the  author  probably 
noticed  an  even  more  vio- 
lent revolt  from  this 
tawdry  world  in  his  ad- 
mittedly mystic  expression 
and  this  is  the  result. 
Within  this  really  beauti- 
ful example  of  the  book- 
maker's art  are  several 
really  beautiful  words  and 
conceits  and  since  the  his- 
tory of  the  Was-Curious 
Faun  is  limited  to  some 
twelve  hundred  words,  the 
ratio  is  quite  high.  A  copy 
on  your  library  table  will 
fit  in  with  most  schemes  of 
interior  decoration. 

KRYLOV'S  FABLES, 
translated  into  English 
verse  by  Bernard  Pares. 
Toronto,  Thomas  Nelson 
&  Sons,  Limited,  Pub- 
lishers.    $2.25. 

{Continued  on  page  34) 
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DISC     RELEASES 


VERYONE  who  has 
been  gathering  the 
opinion  that  this 
h  a  r  d-w  o  r  k  i  n  g 
reviewer  has  sold  out 
body  and  soul  to 
the  jazz  interests  is  hereby 
proven  mistaken.  The  His  Mas- 
ter's Voice  people  are  responsible. 
In  conspiracy  with  the  Philadel- 
phia Symphony  Orchestra,  its  con- 
ductor, Leopold  Stokowski,  and 
the  shade  of  Wagner,  they  have 
succeeded  in  bringing  this  erring 
son  back  to  the  true  faith.  The 
Rienzi  Overture,  which  takes  up 
three  sides  of  twelve-inch  discs,  is 
a  tremendous  triumph  in  the 
new  process.  The  fourth  side  of 
the  series  contains  the  closing 
scene  of  the  Gotterdammerung 
and  we  have  never  heard  on  a 
talking  machine  anything  to  equal 
the  inspirational  beauty  of  its  last 
bars.  It  is  like  the  slow  beating 
of  some  vast  etherial  pinion.  Par- 
don the  pseudo-poesy,  but  there 
is  beauty  here  to  make  bar-keeps 
turn  priest. 

While  we  are  on  this  aesthetic 
plane  we  must  recommend  the 
William  Tell  Overture  played  by 
Walter  H.  Rogers  and  His  Band 
for  Brunswick.  The  number  is  in 
four  parts  and  is  notable  for  its 
restraint  and  the  almost  orchestral 
quality  of  his  band. 

We  descend  to  syncopation  by 
the  easy  route  of  the  most  beauti- 
ful waltz  of  the  month,  "Lonely," 
by  Leo  Reisman  and  his  orchestra 
(Columbia).  These  musicians  must 
have  been  dining  on  nightingales 
on  the  banks  of  the  Danube  by 
moonlight.  This  record  is  like 
that.  On  the  reverse  they  play 
"Love  Me  All  the  Time,"  which  is 
good  but  not  to  be  compared  with 
its    companion    piece. 

"PHEN  there's  "The  Dixie  Vaga- 
bond" by  Lou  Gold  and  his 
Orchestra  (Apex).  This  fox  trot 
is  a  little  reminiscent  of  Southern 
themes  but  none  the  less  effective. 


"If  You  See  Sally"  with  it  is  also 
on  top. 

Lou  Gold  also  has  "I  Never  See 
Maggie  Alone"  on  the  Apex  list. 
Only  fair.  On  the  reverse  of  this 
disc,  however,  is  a  new  fox  trot, 
hight  "Collette"  and  played 
with  a  fine  appreciation  of  rhythm 
by  Lanin's  Orchestra.  Pretty  is 
the  best  adjective. 

Speaking  of  "Maggie,"  the  Radio 
Aces  warble  this  pathetic  plaint 
for  Brunswick  but  rise  to  greater 
heights  with  "It's  O.K.,  Katy, 
with  Me."  This  is  one  of  the 
best  in  the  comic  song  line  this 
month.  In  the  light  vocals  there 
is  also  notable  Nick  Lucas  singing 
"So  Blue"  and  "Moonbeam,  Kiss 
Her  for  Me,"  Lucas  sounds  best 
if  you  try  to  forget  he's  recording. 
He  needs  the  atmosphere  of  in- 
formality for  his  best  effect. 

"Rio  Rita,"  the  new  Ziegfeld 
venture  which  is  fast  becoming  one 
of  the  older  Broadway  musicals, 
is  well  represented  this  month  by 
the  Knickerbockers  (Columbia) 
and  Carl  Fenton's  Orchestra 
(Brunswick).      The   selections   are 


Popular  Song  Illustrated:  "Tho' 
You  Belong  to  Someone  Else,  To- 
night You  Belong  to  Me!" 


'The  Kinkajou,"  a  light,  peppy 
fox  trot  of  the  "Tickle-Toe"  type, 
and  "Rio  Rita,"  a  Spanish  number. 
Fenton  plays  "Rio  Rita"  and 
"Following  the  Sun  Around,"  in 
which  he  interpolates  "The  Kinka- 
jou."   Both  are  excellent. 

PAUL  WHITEMAN  is  surpris- 
ingly below  par  this  month. 
This  genial  leader  whom  we  have 
come  to  regard  as  perhaps  the  best 
in  the  business,  plays  "Muddy 
Waters"  and  the  version  is  far  from 
being  the  best  we  have  heard. 
It's  just  a  good  recording  of  an 
established  fox  trot  success.  Nat 
Shilkret  does  better  with  "Ain't 
She  Sweet?"  next  door  (Victor). 
Probably  the  prettiest  Victor  dance 
record  this  time  is  "The  Doll 
Dance"  by  Shilkret  also.  While 
not  as  well  adapted  to  dancing 
as  his  "When  Day  Is  Done"  on 
the  samedisc.it  is  light  and  bubbly. 

"Hello,  Swanee,  Hello!"  and 
"Deed  I  Do"  are  already  popular 
and  the  way  Al.  Lentz  and  his  or- 
chestra render  them  for  Apex  ought 
to  sustain  their  life  longer.  Two 
sure-fire  fox  trots. 

Then,  of  course,  there's  Ben 
Bernie  and  his  outfit.  To  hear 
them  play  "It  All  Depends  on 
You"  is  a  treat  and  they  don't 
punish  the  author  of  "Underneath 
the  Weeping  Willow"  either.  Right 
up  with  the  best  (Brunswick). 
Another  of  the  best  is  "Ain't 
She  Sweet?"  by  the  Radiolites 
(Columbia).  The  vocal  chorus  is 
by  Charles  Kaley,  so  you  know 
it's  good.  Their  "Song  of  Shang- 
hai" had  nothing  to  do  with  the 
present  Chinese  question  and  won't 
cause  any  fireworks  over  here 
either.  Just  another  oriental. 
All  Chink  tunes  sound  alike  to  me. 

THERE'S  a  very  pretty  inter- 
lude supplied  by  the  Hilo 
Hawaian  Orchestra  (Victor).  They 
play  "Aloha  Oe!"  and  "The  Rosary" 
very  sweetly.  And  sweetness 
exudes  from  the  vocalizing  Jim 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Go 


BLIN 


IF  everything  in 
your  wardrobe  is 
as  irreproachable  in 
style  as  your  Invictus 
Shoes,  what  a  well- 
dressed  man  you  are ! 

Invictus  Shoes  are 
absolutely  correct  in 
every  detail  of  style 
and  character — with 
a  sturdy  constitution 
that  makes  the  style 
grow  old  gracefully. 

Model  illustrated  above 
ft  No.  675— distinctly  a 
young  man's  Blucher 
Oxford.  Made  in  Black 
and  natural  color  Pig- 
skin. Semi-Balloon 
toe — soft  cork  ^°*- 

SOLD  BY  THE  BEST 
SHOE     DEALERS 

Invictus  manufactured  by 

THE  EAQLB  SHOE  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


[rollettSickness 

— faintness,  stomach  disturbances 
and  dizziness  caused  by  Sea,  Train, 
Auto,  Air  or  Car  Travel.  Mother- 
sill's  will  promptly  end  all  forms 
of   Travel   Sickness.  3J 

75C  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direcl. 
The   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York  .    ■  _  ■  Montreal 

.*r!"X\l_lL£-T>w  London 


SEASICK 


la  Use 


Fulfillment 

All  my  life  I've  wanted  a  car  of 
my  own. 

I've  yearned  for  it,  worked  for 
it,  slaved  for  it,  dreamed  of  it, 
talked  about  it  and,  finally,  dick- 
ered for  it. 

Now  that  I've  got  it,  there  she 
stands — in  a  snow  drift  six  miles 
east  of  Orange,  N.J. 

"Life"— J.  A.  S. 

Crooked 

Look  heah,  niggah;  you's  cheat- 
ing on  me." 

"Black  man,  ah  ain't  cheating 
on  you." 

"Yes,  you  is;  ah  neveh  dealt 
you  that  ace." 

—  Wasp. 
*       *       * 

Try   Me 

Lady  {to  druggist) — "Have  you 
any  Life  Buoy?" 

Druggist — "Just  set  the  pace, 
lady." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *      * 

Smarty — Give  me  Ringling  Bros, 
circus,  please. 

Telephone  Operator — Number, 
please. 

Smarty — I  don't  know  the  num- 
ber, but  it's  three  rings. 

— Bison. 

*  *      * 

Too  Late 

Frosh  (rushing  into  library) — 
Quick,  I  want  Caesar's  life. 

Librarian — Sorry,  but  Brutus 
beat  you  to  it. 

— Lyre. 

*  *      * 

It  All  Depends 

Florida  Farmer — Say,  Jake,  what 
is  that  new  building  you're  putting 
up?" 

Neighbor — Wal,  if  I  can  rent  it, 
it's  a  bungalow.  If  I  can't,  it's  a 
barn. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *      * 

Only  Fair 

Prof. — Wake  that  fellow  next 
to   you. 

Stude. — Do  it  yourself — you  put 
him  to  sleep. 

Punch  Bowl. 


A  Modern   Touch 

In  Interior  Decoration 

\  RE  these  beautiful 
hand-carved  model 
airplanes,  eminently 
suitable  for  the  den  or 
living  room.  Moder- 
ately priced  at  from  ten 
to  twenty  dollars. 

A  Miniature  Model  of  the 
Plane  You  Flew  in  the  War 

Made  to  order  from  a 
photograph  adds  a  novel 
and  attractive  touch  to 
your  home. 

Write  jor  Particulars 

Box  23,  GOBLIN 
170  Bay  St.  Toronto 


Flavored 
with  the  juice  of 
fresh  mint  leaves 


After  Every  Meal 
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Choose  a  Canadian  National  Vacation  This  Year 

(^HIGHLANDS  gf  ONTARIO 


Canada's  Land 

of  Crystal  Lal^es 

J  Wooded  Isles 


an 


^\7ACATION  where  vigorous 
▼  northland  health  is  borne  on 
every  breeze.  Bathing,  tennis, 
fishing,  golf,  are  features  at  many 
resorts  in  Lake-of-Bays,  Kawartha 
Lakes,  Muskoka  Lakes  and  the 
blue  water  country  of  Lake  Huron 
and  the  30,000  Islands  of  Georgian 
Bay. 


Choose  one  of  these  ideal  vacation 
spots  or  seek  the  solitude  of  virgin 
woodlands  in  Nipigon,  Timagami 
or  Algonquin  Park  Forest 
Reserves. 

Here  3tou  may  camp  and  paddle, 
break  trail  in  the  trackless  forests; 
fish  streams  to  delight  the  heart  of 
the  keenest  angler.  Come  to  the 
unspoiled  northland  and  rough  it 
in  the  wilds  or  stay  at  one  of  the 
many  fine  hotels. 

For  detailed  information  in  regard 
to  Highlands  of  Ontario,  low  tourist 
fares  and  descriptive  folder,  apply 
to  your  nearest  Canadian  National 
agent. 

Ranadian  National 

c7he  Large  ft  TKfiilway  Syflem  in  America 


A   Current   Cultural   Influence  Raises  Its  Ugly 
Head  in  the   Suburbs 

(Mrs.  Snellow  has  run  in  on  a  friend  and  neighbor' 
Mrs.  Ritter,  for  a  short,  informal  call  late  in  the  after- 
noon. They  are  seated  in  the  latter  s  sun  parlor  chatting 
of  this  and  that.) 

l^RS.    R. — Did   you    hear   the   WWO     programme 
last  evening,  my  dear? 
Mrs.  S. — No,    our    radio    is    out    of    order.        Was 
it  good? 

Mrs.  R. — Delightful.     The  Civic  Opera  Company 
was   broadcasting   "The    Magic    Flute,"    by   Johann 
Chrysostom   Amadeus    Wolfgang     Mozart,    1756     to 
1791. 
Mrs.  S. —  I'm  so  sorry  we  missed  it. 
Mrs.  R. — Well,  my  dear,  you  must  come  over  with 
Sam  to-morrow  evening  and  listen  in  on  the  symphony 
led  by  a  famous  conductor,  once  at  the  Metropolitan, 
later  at  Buenos  Aires,  and  recently  at  La  Scala,  Milan. 
Mrs.    S. — Ah,    Arturo   Toscanini,    1876    to    blank. 
We'd  love  to.      Isn't  the  radio  a  marvelous  invention? 
Mrs.  R. — Simply  uncanny.        And  yet  we  take  these 
things  so  much  for  granted  nowadays. 

Mrs.  S. — That's  true.  It  already  seems  as  com- 
monplace as  the  telephone,  invented  by  Samuel  Finley 
Breese  Morse,  1791  to  1872. 

Mrs.  R. — And  these  programmes  are  so  good  for  the 
children.  My  Arthur  seems  to  have  a  natural  taste 
for  that  which  the  following  have  in  common:  Grieg, 
Debussy,    MacDowell,   Stravinsky,    Rachmaninoff. 

Mrs.  S. — How  lovely!  I'm  afraid  Junior  takes  no 
interest  in  anything  except  the  activities  suggested  by 
(a)  footfault,  (b)  huddle  system,  (c)  squeeze  play, 
(d)  left  hook. 

Mrs.  R. — Oh,  well,  I  like  a  boy  to  be  a  real  boy. 
Mrs.   S. — Are  you   still  troubled   with  your  head- 
aches, my  dear? 

Mrs.  R. — Yes,  and  George  blames  it  on  my  reduc- 
ing. He  says  how  can  I  expect  to  feel  well  and  live 
on  less  than  the  Diet  of  Worms.  That's  his  little 
joke. 

Mrs.  S. — I  don't  agree  with  him.  I  think  every 
one  consumes  entirely  too  many  units  of  heat  which 
represent  the  amount  necessary  to  raise  one  gram 
of  water  one  degree  Centrigrade.  .  .  .  That's  a 
lovely  dress.      Did  you  buy  it  ready  made? 

Mrs.  R. — Yes,  at  Stacy's.  They  have  terribly 
pretty  things,  and  not  at  all  expensive.  Can  you 
guess  within  10  per  cent,  how  much  I  paid  for  it,  in 
any  of  the  following  monetary  units:  (a)  rupee;  (b) 
guilder;  (c)  shilling;  (d)  peseta? 
Mrs.  S. — Three  golden  eagles? 

Mrs.  R. — Just  half  that.  And  yet  George  says  I'm 
extravagant.  He  calls  himself  the  philosopher's 
stone,  a  mineral  sought  by  alchemists  that  would, 
by  mere  contact,  transmute  the  baser  metals  into 
gold. 

Mrs.  S. — Oh,  these  husbands!  Sam  complains, 
too.      1 t's  a  sort  of  sine  qua  non  with  them. 

Mrs.  R. — I  have  heard  that  you  are  planning  a 
trip  abroad  this  summer.      Where  shall  you  go? 

Mrs.  S.  —  Well,  I  should  like  to  spend  a  little  time 
in   each   of   the  cities  in   which  are   located:      (a)  the 
Continued  on  page  36 
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"Who 
Do  You  Love?" 

Observe  your  professor's  horror 
as  he  stands  muttering  "whom 
...  tut!  tut!  ..  .  whom."  But 
love  laughs  at  grammar.  Just 
listen  to 

"WHO  DO  YOU  LOVE?" 
"Moonbeam,  Kiss  Her  for  Me" 

Fox  Trots,  Ernie  Golden  and  his 
Hotel  McAlpine  orchestra      3458 

"CORONADO  NIGHTS" 
"Just  a  Stone's  Throw  from  Paradise" 

By  Ernie  Golden  and  his  Hotel 
McAlpine  orchestra.  3459 

"RIO  RITA" 
"Following  the  Sun  Around" 

Fox  Trots  with  vocal  choruses  by 
Carl  Fenton's  orchestra.  3472 

"THERE'S  EVERYTHING 

NICE  ABOUT  YOU" 
"Mine" 

Fox  Trots  with  vocal  choruses  by 
Phil  Ohman  and  Victor  Arden 
with  their  orchestra.  3457 

"IT  ALL  DEPENDS  ON  YOU" 
"Underneath  the  Weeping  Willow" 

Fox  Trots  with  vocal  duet  by  Ben 
Bernie  and  his  Hotel  Roosevelt 
Orchestra.  3464 

Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,  RHYTHM  AND  PEP 
IN  "LIGHT-RAY"  RECORDS 

PANATROPES  -  RADIOLAS  -  RECORDS 


Records 

{Continued  from  page  31  j 

Miller  and  Charlie  Farrell  in  their 
two  numbers,  "Since  I  Found 
You"  and  "Moonbeam,  Kiss  Her 
for  Me,"  also  Victor.  The  Merry- 
makers blend  male  voices  and  a 
piano  pleasingly  in  "Blue  Skies" 
and  "Mine"  (Brunswick).  The 
former  selection  is  the  best  and 
well  worth  hearing. 

And  more  briefly:  the  following 
fox  trots  are  good:  "I  Don't  Mind 
Being  All  Alone"  (Apex),  "Who 
Do  You  Love?"  (Brunswick). 
"Roses  for  Remembrance"  (Brun- 
swick). These  are  fair:  "Mine" 
(Brunswick),  "Muddy  Waters" 
(Apex),  "Coronado        Nights" 

(Brunswick). 

Lew  White  has  a  good  organ 
record  of  "Blue  Skies" — Honest, 
you'd  think  you  were  in  a  movie 
theatre! — and  "Honolulu  Moon." 
Roy  O'Connor  is  a  tenor  who 
sings  "Leander"  (Apex)  and  leaves 
us  cold.  While  Brunswick  has 
produced  a  one-step  called  "Clar- 
inet Marmalade"  and  it's  butter 
side    down. 

And  that's  that  till  the  class 
re-opens. 

*        *        * 

Books 

{Continued  from  page  30) 

JVAN  KRYLOV,  who  lived  dur- 
ing the  regime  of  Nicholas  1  of 
Russia,  is  the  greatest  of  Russian 
fabulists.  His  fables  are  in  the 
nature  of  criticisms  of  the  political 
and  social  life  of  the  Russian  capital. 
In  them  figures  of  his  day  mas- 
querading as  animals  are  cleverly 
pilloried  in  a  manner  which  escaped 
the  rigid  censorship  then  in  force. 
This  beautifully  bound  volume 
contains  some  hundred  and  seven- 
ty-five fables  translated  into  Eng- 
lish verse  by  the  Professor  of  Rus- 
sian in  the  University  of  London, 
whose  touch  is  not  too  heavy  to 
make  palatable  reading  for  those 
who  care  for  such  things. 
*      *      * 

Scotch — "Did  you  hear  about 
poor  Pat  getting  killed  carrying  the 
Irish  National  flag  through  Mike's 
pasture?" 

Welsh— "No,  what's  Pat  got 
against  Mike?" 

Scotch — "Nothing  at  all,  but  one 
of  Mike's  bulls  is  color  blind." 

— Black  ond  Blue  Jay. 


A  Step  Ahead 


\\  THEN  a  man  wins  a  race  he 

*  *  cannot  afford  to  be  com- 
placent over  it.  His  next  step  is 
to  improve  his  own  time  and 
protect  his  record  against  the 
attack  of  his  greatest  rival. 

W  THEN    some   time  ago  the 

*  '  world  at  large  considered 
that  the  ultimate  had  been 
reached  in  talking  machine  pro- 
duction, we  carried  our  research 
work  into  the  unknown  and  fin- 
ally produced  a  machine  which  is 
admittedly  in  advance  of  any- 
thing at  present  on  the  market, 

The  Apex 
Eledrophonic 

rT,HE  greatest  advance  made  so 
-*-  far  in  the  science  of  musical 
reproduction.  With  startling  and 
amazing  clearness  the  volumi- 
nous depths  of  grand  opera  and 
the  airs  of  present  day  jazz  are 
portrayed.  There  is  nothing 
with  which  to  compare  it  except 
the  performance  of  the  artists 
themselves. 

Models  priced  from  $115.00 
to  $385.00 

The  SUN  RECORD  CO. 

TORONTO 

DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 
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It  Will  Not  Matter 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  "mansions  in  the  skies," 
It  will  not  matter  if  while  here 

I  read  the  papers'  lies. 

When  I  am  "clothed  in  white  array" 

I  shall  not  care  at  all 
That  clothes  I  wore  on  Easter  Day 

Were  only  fit  for  fall. 

When  I  turn  up  the  golden  street, 

And  don  my  golden  crown, 
I'll  not  recall  the  hats  so  sweet 

I  hitherto  turned  down. 

I  will  not  matter  that  1  pinched, 

And  scratched  and  scrimped  and  scraped, 

When  Heaven's  bounties  I  have  cinched, 
And  saving  days  escaped. 

I  will  not  matter,  I  declare, 

In  that  celestial  sphere, 
But,  oh!  I'm  quite  prepared  to  swear 

It  matters  greatly  here! 

*  *        * 

Definition 

An  optimist  is  a  guy  who  falls  down  with  a  pint 
in  his  hip  pocket — and  feeling  a  liquid  running 
through  his  fingers  on  the  sidewalk  assumes  that  it  is 
blood.  — Virginia    Reel. 

*  *        * 

Warning 

"Why  are  you  crying,  young  man?" 
"I  drank  some  cider,  and  now  I  can't  find  the  way 
home." 

"Well,  you  musn't  take  it  so  hard." 

—Black    Cat. 

*  *        * 

Radio  on  Sunday  Night 

The  ministers  are  on  the  air, 

Heaven  is  theirs;  they  use  it. 
My  aerial,  high  in  the  dark 

Nets  me  the  gospel  of  Saint  Mark 
I  take,  but  did  not  choose  it. 

Peter's  great  message  everywhere 

Twirling  dials  can't  lose  it. 
Sturdy,  bearded  old  Saint  Peter 

Seated  on  a  voltimeter. 
(The  thing's  new — they  abuse  it.) 

L'  Envoi 

Ministerial  voices  blare 

Epistles  whistle  through  the  air. 

The  two  and  sev'nty  jarring  sect3 
I  click  them  off  with  deep  respects 

My  gramaphone — I'll  use  it. 

*  *        * 

Polite  Englishman  {overboard,  going  down  for 
the  third  time,  to  man  at  the  rail):  A  word  with  you, 
old  bean   .   .   .   HELP!  —Panther. 


II  aboard 


T^OUR  weeks  of  thrilling  adventure 
...  broncho  riding  in  Wyoming 
.  .  .  moonlight  dancing  at  the  Can- 
yon Hotel  overlooking  the  Falls  of 
Yellowstone  .  .  .  sight-seeing  in  the 
Rockies  and  Canada  .  .  .  golf  and 
swimming  in  California  .  .  .  touring 
the  five  great  National  Parks  .  .  . 
across  the  line  into  Canada,  into 
historic    Old   Mexico  and  Tia  Juana. 

This  is  all  happening  on  the  four 
weeks'  College  Humor  circular  tour  of 
the  glorious  West.  There  will  be  a 
special  train.  You  will  be  with  your 
own  crowd,  dancing,  playing  bridge, 
seeing  the  sights  from  the  Traveling 
University  Club  Special. 

It  will  be  the  finest  train  available — 
all  conveniences  de  luxe.  All  arrange- 
ments are  made  for  you  .  .  .  best 
hotels  .  .  .  best  food  obtainable  .  .  . 
side  automobile  trips  .  .  .  you  pay 
one  lump  sum  and  save  more  than 
$200.  Rates  from  Chicago  are  $455, 
with  compartment  accommodations 
at  $560. 

A  Traveling  University  Club  com- 
posed of  a  hundred  gay  collegians  like 
yourself!  Write  College  Humor, 
Chicago,  for  complete  details. 


(Pll^eHumOr 

Write  today  for  the  complete  Travel  Booklet. 
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QyjmericasoJhest  Qjlub 

uiotels 


In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  lines  pass  the  door; 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— just  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
fromy  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER    A.  MILLER,    PRESIDENT 


A  Current  Cultural   Influence  Raises    Its    Ugly 
Head  in  the  Suburbs 

Continued  from  page  33) 

Vatican;  (b)  the  Louvre;  (c)  Westminster  Abbey. 

Mrs.  R. — How  about  the  Bride  of  the  Adriatic? 

Mrs.  S. — Perhaps.  Being  our  first  trip  I  should 
like  to  see  everything  really  worth  while. 

Mrs.  R. — That's  right.  I  always  say  de  gustibus 
non  est  disputandum. 

Mrs.  S. — Have  you  seen  any  good  shows  lately? 

Mrs.  R. — No.  We  like  the  movies.  I  prefer  a 
good  picture,  with  either  one  of  the  two  famous  film 
stars  who  are  married  to  each  other  or  with  the 
motion  picture  actor  who  is  best  known  for  his  por- 
trayal of  grotesque  or  deformed  characters  to  any  of 
the  plays  you  get  nowadays. 

Mrs.  S. — Did  you  see  "Romola,"  adapted  from 
the  book  by  George  Eliot,  the  pseudonym  of  Mrs. 
Mary  Ann  Evans  Cross,   1819  to   1880? 

Mrs.  R. — Yes.      Lillian  Gish  is  charming,   I   think. 
Will  you  have  a  cigarette? 

Mrs.  S. — Thank  you,  no.  I've  been  smoking  too 
much  and  the  doctor  has  advised  me  to  swear  off 
everything  containing  Perique,  Latakia,  Turkish, 
Virginia  or  Burley. 

Mrs.  R.— That  must  be  difficult. 

Mrs.  S. — Yes.     They  do  satisfy, 

Mrs.  R. — Why  not  stay  and  take  pot-luck  with  us 
this  evening?     You  can  phone  Sam. 

Mrs.  S. — So  kind  of  you,  but  we  have  an  engage- 
ment. Goodness!  Is  it  that  late?  How  Chronos, 
the  Greek  god  of  time,  flies! 

(Telephone  rings.) 

Mrs.  R. — Excuse  me  just  a  moment.  (Crosses 
room  to  the  telephone.)  Hello  .  .  .  Oh,  hello, 
dear.  .  .  .  Who  said  what?  Oh,  that.  Wait,  let 
me  think  a  minute.      .  Hold  the  wire,  dear,   I'll 

ask  Maude.  She's  here.  (From  telephone)  Maude, 
who  said,  "What  this  country  needs  is  a  good  5-cent 
cigar"?  Sam  is  at  George's  office  and  they  have 
made  a  bet:  Sam  says  it  was  Henry  Ford  and  George 
insists  on  Ben  Franklin.      I  just  can't  remember. 

Mrs.  S. — Ha!  ha!  That's  a  good  one  on  both  of 
them.  It  was  Patrick  Henry,  of  course.  Tell  Sam 
to  tell  George  to  come  home  early.  I'm  going  to 
run  along. 

(Mrs.  S.  departs  and  Mrs.  R.  returns  to  the  tele- 
phone to  deliver  the  bad  news.) 

—N.  D.  Plume. 

*        *        * 

Taking  No  Chances 

Poet:  My  girl  said  this  last  poem  of  mine  caused 
her  heart  to  miss  a  beat. 

Editor:  Then  we  can't  use  it.  We  can't  print 
anything  that  will  interfere  with  our  circulation. 

— Exchange. 

*        *        * 

Appropriate 

Hearts:  And  what  did  they  do  with  the  girl  who 
was  shot  for  trumping  her  partner's  ace? 

Trumps:  They  buried  her  with  simple  honours. 

— Chaparral. 


Goblin 


37 


Fitting 

Wig — Blind,  eh?  And  employed 
on  the  Hearst  papers?  What  on 
earth  kind  of  work  can  he  do  there? 

Wag — He  writes  the  caption, 
"Beautiful  Society  Girl,"  under  all 
the  feminine  photos. 

— Register. 

*  *      * 

Judge — "Are  you  single?" 
Drunk — "No,  I'm  triplets." 

—  Virginia  Reel. 

Many  librarians  are  loudly  re- 
fusing to  expose  the  public  to 
"Elmer  Gantry,"  and  most  preach- 
ers mention  the  novel  in  their 
Sunday  morning  denouncements. 
The  bookseller  wipes  away  a  gly- 
cerine tear. 

New  Yorker. 

^  ^  ^ 

Ask  Me  Another 

A  Long  Island  lady  has  asked 
President  Coolidge  what  is  to  be 
done  about  the  servant  problem. 
It  is  clear  that  this  question-and- 
answer  craze  has  gone  far  enough. 

— New  Yorker. 

*  *      * 

From  Infancy  to  Muruer  Trial 

'Ittle  Vannums, 

That  cute  Wordsworth  young    un, 
Vannie, 

That  awful  Wordsworth  brat, 
Van, 

Evangeline, 

Miss  Evangeline  Wordsworth, 
Miss  Wordsworth, 
Mrs.  Oscar  L.  Guckler  (nee  Evan- 
geline Wordsworth), 
Mrs.  Guckler. 
Slain  Man's  Wife, 
Accused  Mate, 
The  Guckler  Woman. 

— James  Grocer  Thurbcr. 

^j  if.  ip. 

Willing 

Darkness  was  settling  down  over 
the  picturesque  Scottish  highlands, 
and  the  three  young  American  col- 
lege girls  who  were  enjoying  the 
view  from  the  top  of  the  creaking 
stage-coach  began  to  shiver  in  the 
evening  breeze.  "I  say!"  called  the 
driver  to  the  passengers  below,  "is 
there  a  Mackintosh  down  there  big 
enough  to  keep  three  young  ladies 
warm?"  "No,"  came  an  eager  voice 
from  inside,  "but  therrr's  a  big 
Macpherson  doon  here  that's  will- 
in'  to  try!" 

— Bcanpot. 


Distinctive 

HATS 

for  well 
ptoomed 

^men 


THE  BROCK  HAT 

GheSt.Q»rorence  Oat 


MADE     BY    THE     WOLTHAUSEN      HAT     CORPORATION,    LIMITED. 
ALSO      MAKERS     OF    THE    WOLTHAUSEN,     PEER      AND      HORTON      HAT 


'JL<- 


Nightingale 

VxSoom 

MOUNT  ROYAL 
HOTEL 

^Montreal 

VERNON   G.CAR OY   tsttanaging  1)irector. 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


HM 
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Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
iti  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — 32.00 
to  35.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  33.00  to 
37.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  to  North  Street. 

On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE   A.   MINER,  President 


What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


"Two  years  ago 
I  was  bald  all  over 
the  top  of  my  head. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  people  to  Bee  my 
head.  1  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no 
good.  I  remained 
bald,  until  I  used 
Kotalko. 
f  "Newhalr  came 

I  almost  immediat- 

ely and  kept  on 
growing.  In  a  short 
time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair, 
,  which  has  been  per- 
,  i  ewr  Rin.-c  - 
H  and  no  return  of 
the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  19  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  He 
la  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  who 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  aided  new,  luxuriant  hair  growth. 
KOTALKO  is  Bold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  Kotalko,  for  men's, 
women's  and  children's  hair,  the  producers  are 
giving  Proof  Boxes.    Use  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,  ,  Station  L,  New  York 

Please  send  me  FREE  Proof  Box  of    KOTALKO 

Name 

Audress   


The  Yarns  of  "Hells  Bell's 
O'Neil 

(Continued  from  page  18) 

are  lost.' 

"In  Hangar  Two,  I  hear  one  of 
the  subs  say  to  his  Admiral,  'You 
little  shrimp,  your  father  and 
mother  weren't  married,  were  they?' 
And  the  admiral  grins  and  pops 
back,  'No,  I  thank  you.' 

"Well,  I  damn  near  died.  But 
before  I  had  time  to,  the  next  sub 
says  to  his  Admiral,  'Pick  up  your 
feet,  you  little  wart,  or  you'll  stum- 
ble over  the  seat  of  your  pants.' 

"Well,  I  damn  near  wept.  But 
before  I  had  time  to,  the  next  sub 
says  to  his  Admiral,  'How'd  you 
like  to  take  a  flying  zoom  at  the 
moon?'  And  the  Admiral  grins  and 
says,  'If  you  please,  honorable,  I 
think.' 

"At  that  I  stops  in  the  hangar 
door  so's  the  rest  of  the  gang  ahead 
could  get  well  out  of  earshot. 
Then,  pointing  to  one  of  the 
engine  benches,  I  proceeded  to 
demonstrate  to  the  Admirals  in  the 
following  vein:  'There  are  five 
subs  doing  duty  in  this  Flight  who 
are  going  to  take  five  of  the  worst 
lickings  a  man  ever  got.  There  is 
going  to  be  blood  on  everything 
and  it  begins  running  at  six  p.m.' 

"Meanwhile  the  Admirals  exam- 
ine the  engine  I  am  pointing  to,  and 
nod  and  grin  and  say,  'Yes,  if  you 
please,  no.'  Well,  I  couldn't  stand 
it  very  long.  I  pointed  at  the 
carburetor  and  laughed  and  the 
subs  laughed  and  the  Admirals 
laughed  and  we  all  laughed  till  the 
tears  ran  down  our  chins.  In  fact 
it  was  the  funniest  carburetor  God 
ever  made.  We  thought  we'd  die. 
Finally  we  got  off  our  backs  and 
continued  on  the  route  without 
further  mishap  except  that  I  with- 
drew the  offer  of  lickings  and  ac- 
cepted a  concerted  offer  of  drinks 
for  the  week,  to  be  paid  for  by  the 
subs. 

"I  never  got  the  drinks  though- 
for  when  we  got  back  to  the  mess> 
the  interpreter  steps  up  to  the  five 
Admirals  my  subs  had  escorted  and 
passes  the  word.  'Excellency  wishes 
thanks  to  be  made  personal  to  you, 
Colonel'  (this  to  each  of  the  subs  in 
turn),  'for  very  pleasant  time  had 
in  honourable  company  this  p.m. 
during  which  airdrome  are  inspec- 
tioned    with    great    pleasure    and 


Songstress: 

"I  never  can  forget  thee, 
Thou  first  sweet  love  of  mine." 

Voice:  "You  must  have  a  blooming 
good  memory!' '—Jugend,  Mun ich . 

pleasant  enjoyment  of  honourable 
courtesy.' 

"Me?"  says  Hells  Bells,  "I  got 
nothing.  My  Admiral  wasn't  an 
Admiral  at  all.  He  was  a  bleeding 
ensign  who  came  along  as  aide  and 
he  didn't  dare  open  his  mouth  no 
more  than  my  subs  oughtn't  to 
have!" 

"Which  reminds  me  of  the 
woman  who  nearly  reformed  the 
whole  Squadron."     (In  June.) 

*  *      * 

The  Reason 

Mother:  Jimmie,  why  didn't  you 
get  your  wrists  clean  when  you 
washed  your  hands? 

Jimmie:   The   soap   wasn't   long 

enough.  — Life. 

*  *      * 

Hey!  Hey! 

"There's  a  dance  at  the  B.  &  O- 
Station  to-morrow  night." 
"G'wan!" 
"Yep,    two   trains   are   going   to 

Charleston."  — Puppet. 

*  *      * 

"Mother,  if  I  get  married  when 
I  grow  up,  will  I  get  a  husband 
like  my  old  man?" 

"Why,  yes,  dear." 

"And  if  I  don't  get  married  will 
I  be  an  old  maid  like  Aunt  Susie?" 

"Yes,  dear." 

"Well,  all  I  gotta'  say  is,  that 
it's  a  pretty  tough  world  for  us 
wimmen,  isn't  it,  mother?" 

— Panther. 
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"It  is  wonderful.  I  called  him  a 
pig,  a  fathead,  an  idiot,  a  wretch  end 
a  blackguard,  and  he  never  flinched!" 

"Oh,  no.  He  is  a  football  referee!" 
— Kasper,  Stockholm. 

Potage  Canadien 

(Continued from  page  13) 

Dated 

A  NEWS  dispatch  from  Ham- 
ilton, Ontario,  states  that 
there  was  netted  near  the  town  of 
Dundas  a  fish  about  eighteen  inches 
long,  resembling  an  alligator,  hav- 
ing four  legs  and  emitting  a  sharp 
bark  like  a  dog.  As  this  event 
occurred  on  April  the  first  (no 
foolin')  it  is  no  longer  news;  the 
purpose  of  chronicling  the  event 
here  is  for  future  reference.  Del- 
vers  into  the  archives  in  the 
twenty-first  century  please  note 
that  this  animal  was  seen  in 
Ontario  before  the  fifteenth  of 
May,     1927. 

Value 

IN  the  English  news  we  read  a 
good  deal  about  the  shortage 
of  men  and  high  prices.  A  Lon- 
doner was  recently  awarded  dam- 
ages to  the  amount  of  sixty  cents 
for  the  loss  of  his  wife  from  the 
gentleman  who  had  removed  her 
from  his  home.  And,  of  course, 
as  every  good  columnist  has  said 
as  one  time  or  another,  a  good 
woman  is  worth  every  bit  of  it. 

J.  E.   McD. 

*        *        * 

"Beaver  (Pa.)  Times. — Nurses 
coming  from  his  room  said  he 
smiled  at  them  and  once  remark- 
ed: For  Rent — Three  rooms  for 
light  housekeeping.  Bath,  elec- 
tricity and  gas,  telephone.  484 
Dravo  Avenue,  Beaver." 

The  real  estate  agent's  farewell. 


Learn  to  Fly 


FOR 


$150 


Start  Flying  the  Day  You  Arrive 

BEST  OF  EQUIPMENT 
EXPERIENCED  INSTRUCTORS 

NO  BOND  REQUIRED 

NO  CHARGE  FOR  BREAKAGE 

STUDENTS    LIVE   AT   THE   FLYING 

FIELD 

TAKE  GOVERNMENT  TESTS  AT 

OUR  FLYING  FIELD 

FLYING  TEN  YEARS   WITHOUT 

ACCIDENT 


AVIATION  MECHANICAL  TRAINING 

Ten  more  young  men  to  train  as  Avia- 
tion Mechanicians  by  practical  exper- 
ience on  Airplanes  and  Motors  in  our 
Aviation  Shops  and  Flying  Field. 

Complete  Course  Tuition  Fees  $90 

Positively  No  Extras 

SCHOOL  NOW  OPEN 

Classes  run    continuously.      Report  at 
any  time. 

Aviation  Mall  Course  for  fans  who  wish 
to  understand  Aviation  Principles  and 
the  Theory  of  Flight. 

Complete  Course,   $5.00 

Further  Information  gladly.     Write  — 

CANADIAN  AIR  SERVICES  CO. 

PETERBORO,  ONTARIO 


If  you  want  to  learn  FRENCH 
in  a  few  weeks  by  the  best  and 
the  quickest  method  (also  by 
correspondence),  apply  in  con- 
fidence to  Professor  Simonon, 
late  Professor  of  modern  lang- 
uages in  the  largest  Commer- 
cial Schools  in  the  world:  Pit- 
man's Schools,  London,  Eng. 

PROFESSOR  SIMONON'S  SCHOOLS 

Verdun,  P.O.      -       Canada 


SPECIAL,  on  Sale:  "How  to 
Learn  the  French  Verbs  in  One 
Week."  The  most  concise  epi- 
tome in  print,  25c  only,  post 
prepaid.  Every  pupil  in  French 
should  order  one. 


BUNIONS 


GONE 
IN  15 
DAYS 


CAN  you  bellcvo  your  eyes?    Note  these 
actual   photographs.     The  same  de- 
monstration on  your  feet;  frco  if  it  f: 
Pedodyne  the  marvelous  new  solvent  con 
quers  bunions—  pain  stops  instantly— Act 
nal  reduction  of  the  enlarged 
growth  starts  so  quickly  your 
next  pair  of  shoes  can  be  a  size 
Bmaller-of  ten  two  sizes  smaller. 

Trial  FREE 

Just  send  your  name  and  ad- 
dress, and  the  full  treatment 
guaranteed  to  bring  complete 
results  may  be  yours  to    try. 

KAV  LABORATORIES.  Dept.  AJ2I      60  Front  St..W..Toronto.OnU 


Note  I 
These 
Photo* 
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How  Do  You  See  a  Show? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Starsin  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Nlfiht  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  the  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And      photographs — 

ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  College 
preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  notori- 
eties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional ; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


ANYBODY  can  buy  a  ticket,  occupy  a  seat, 
L  laugh  when  the  comedian  seems  to  ex- 
pect it,  and  decide — in  his  poor  deluded  way 
— that  he  likes  the  second  from  the  end. 

Fellows  whose  judgment  is  deferred  to, 
whose  opinions  are  quoted,  whose  company 
at  the  theatre  is  sought,  don't  see  shows  that 
way. 

They  bring  intelligence  to  the  performance. 
They  have  read  Vanity  Fair. 

Vanity  Fair — every  month — tells  you  every- 
thing new  and  significant  about  the  Amer- 
ican stage — productions,  techniques,  trends 
— with  photographs  of  rising  stars  in  their 
loveliest  moments. 

Vanity  Fair 
Mirrors  Modern  Life 


VANITY  FAIR  is  edited  in 
the  heart  of  the  literary 
and  artistic  world  of  America. 

All  the  celebrities  of  the  day 
pass  to  and  fro  in  its  offices — 
poets,  prizefighters,  comedians, 
thinkers,  sportsmen,  almost 
everyone  who  matters. 

From  each  one  of  them,  Vanity 
Fair  collects  whatever  is  new 
and  interesting,  and  publishes 
it  for  what  is  probably  the  most 


If  your  horizon  is  not  bounded 
by  the  edge  of  the  campus  .  .  . 
if  you  are  mentally  alert  ...  if 
you  pride  yourself  in  keeping 
up  with  modern  thought  ...  if 
you  enjoy  sly  satire  on  society's 
follies  .  .  .  then  you  will  enjoy 
Vanity  Fair. 

No  other  magazine  is  in  the 
least  like  it.  It  is  edited  only 
for  people  of  intelligence, 
tolerance,  and  breadth  of  /'■ 
vision.  Sign  and  mail  the^-^ 


intelligent  group,  of  readers  in     coupon  for  our  special  y 


the  world. 


offer  today, 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1  y 
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Truthful 

"Well,"  concluded  the  manager 
of  the  apartment  house,  "you  say 
you  have  no  children,  phonograph 
or  radio,  and  you  don't  keep  a  dog. 
You  seem  to  be  just  the  quiet 
tenant  the  owner  insists  on." 

The  prospective  tenant  smiled 
grimly.  "I  don't  want  to  hide 
anything  from  you,"  he  said. 
"You  might  tell  the  owner  that 
my  fountain  pen  squeaks  a  bit." 

— Exchange. 

*  *      * 

Yether! 

"And  now,"  said  the  eager  Eng- 
lish professor,  "who  can  tell  me 
what  a  myth  is?" 

"I  can,  sir,"  answered  a  frosh 
fresh  from  biology.  "It's  a  female 
moth."  — Pomona  Sagehcn. 

*  *      * 

Prof. — How  would  you  define 
premillennialism? 

Learned  Senior — Very  poorly, 
sir.  —M.I.T.  Voo  Doo. 

"I  want  something  for  fleas?" 
"Why  don't  you  get  a  dog?" 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  ♦     ♦ 

Village  Barber  —  Tommy,  run 
over  and  tell  the  editor  of  the  Bee 
that  if  he's  done  editing  the  paper 
I'd  like  my  scissors. 

- — Chicago  Tribune. 

*  *      * 

Etiquette 

In  case  of  an  auto  wreck,  who 
should  speak  first?  And  should 
the  man  precede  the  lady  through 

the  windshield?       — Green  Gander. 

*  *      * 

Ruffians 

A  college  student  arose  from  his 
table  in  a  fashionable  dining  room 
and  walked  toward  the  door.  He 
was  passing  the  house  detective  at 
the  entrance  when  a  silver  sugar 
bowl  dropped  from  his  bulging 
coat. 

The  guest  glanced  calmly  at  the 
officer,  then  turned  with  an  expres- 
tion  of  polite  annoyance  toward 
the  occupants  of  the  room.  "Ruf- 
fians!" he  said.  "Who  threw  that?" 
and  walked  out.  — Chaparral. 

*  *      * 

Patient — Doctor,  what  are  my 
chances? 

Doctor — Oh,  pretty  good;  but 
don't  start  reading  any  continued 
stories!  — State  Lion. 


§b  near  the  Ocean  its  called 

TTheTBreaktrs 

$b  modern  in  equipment  and 
well  conducted  it  is  known  as 
one  of  the  World's  finest  Hotels 

lb 
plan  a  Sojourn  by  the  Sea  and  visit 

Breakers 


ATLANTIC  CITY 


JOEL  H1LLMAN 

"President 


NEW  JERSEY 


JULIAN  HILLMAN 

Hue  President  &  Manager 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 


For  Anyone 

With 

Weak    Digestion 

BOVRIL 

is  Excellent 


42 


Goblin 


Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Does  not  affect 
the  Heart 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 

Colds  Headache 

Neuritis  Lumbago 

Toothache         Rheumatism 
Neuralgia  Pain,  Pain 

Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists also   sell    bottles   of   24   and    100. 


The  captivating,  subtile 
touch  for  evening  use.  Ren- 
ders a  delicate,  soft  appear- 
ance to  the  complexion, 
arms,    neck   and    shoulders. 

GoURAUDS  35 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  ■  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son,   Montreal 


CIEARYOURSKIN! 


New     marvelous 
blackheads,  oily  : 
•allowne**    and   i 

dlsi  -.jv.tv         I  i.,,.-.  i 

face 


complexion  trouble.  Rem. 
ly  you  have  a  beautiful  n 
emooth,  clear  and  ro  v 
dream.  •*  Nothing  to  tak 
exercise,  salves  or  appl 


thod    quickly   ends   pimples, 
i,  enlarged  pores,  red  spots, 

lt  skin  blemishes.  Amazing 
just  temporarily  remove  sur< 
right   down   to   roots   of 


>s  the  cause.  Quick* 
w  complexion,  velvety 
beyond  your  fondest 
internally.  No  diet. 
Simple,  harmless. 


ripU«L__ 

y  to  use.  GUARANTEED. 

FRFF  ROOK  explains  and  gives  proof 
rHsLSVyil  of  what  my  method  has 
done  for  thousands  of  men  and  women.     Send  for  Free  book  NOW, 

DOROThV  RAY,  Suite  41, 646  N.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago 
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Hands  Off? 

{Continued  from  page  II) 

prophets  of  future  glory.  But 
before  we  bow  to  their  wishes,  we 
must  consider  whether  or  not  we 
are  willing  to  allow  the  British  bull- 
dog to  become  the  dog  in  the  fable 
and  drop  the  traditional  bone  be- 
tween his  jaws  for  a  shadow.  We 
must  consider  first  just  what  sort 
of  bone  we  have,  at  what  price  we 
obtained  it.  We  must  also  gauge 
the  possibility  of  some  other  sym- 
bolic beast  or  bird  pouncing  upon 
it  as  soon  as  it  is  released.  It 
seems  to  us  that  the  British  bull- 
dog is  associated  with  a  motto 
which  is  distinctly  against  so  ideal- 
istic a  move. 

WOMEN — For  Altercation  Dept. 
New  Idea  Shop,  5526  Adams  St. 

— Cincinnati  {Ohio)  Post. 

*  *      * 

Rev.  Mitchell  Talks 

before  Striking  Employes 

— "Madison  Press,"  London,  Ohio. 

*  *     * 

Scratched  Off 

"Are  you  putting  out  a  vegetable 
garden  this  year?" 

"No,   my  neighbors    sold     their 
chickens  and   there'd  be  no  sport 
in  it." 
— From    Carl    Coolidge,    Box    123, 

Flushing,  N.Y. 

*  *      * 

Expert  Advice 

Elmer,  thirteen,  was  puzzled 
over  the  girl  problem  and  discussed 
it  with  his  pal,  Joe. 

"I've  walked  to  school  with  her 
three  times,"  he  told  Joe,  "and 
carried  her  books.  I  bought  her 
ice-cream  sodas  twicet.  Now,  do 
you  think  I  ought  to  kiss  her?" 

"Naw,  you  don't  need  to,"  Joe 
decided  after  a  moment  of  deep 
thought.  "You've  done  enough 
for  that  girl  already." 

— From  Capper's  Weekly. 

*  *      * 

Room — "How  would  you  start  a 
letter  to  a  girl  at  Sweet  Briar?" 

Mate — "Well,  just  say,  'Unac- 
customed as  I  am  to  public  speak- 
ing,' "  etc.,  etc. 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *      * 

If    a    Grocery    Sold    Music 

The  new  vegetable  song:  "In  a 
Little   Spinich   Town." 

The  new  bologna  song:  "Tonight 
You  Bologna  to  Me." — Awgwan. 


"So  you  struck  your  wife  with  a 
bottle!" 

"Please  do  not  exaggerate,  sir.  It 
was  only  half  a  bottle!" 

—Pele  Mele,  Paris. 

Two  inmates  of  the  Jackson 
asylum  were  overheard  talking 
things  over  on  one  of  the  recent 
warm  days. 

"Gee,  this  is  a  swell  day,"  said 
the  first  goof.  "Wouldn't  it  be 
great  to  have  a  lot  of  beer,  a  beau- 
tiful girl,  and  a  shady  place  to 
picnic?" 

"You  better  shut  up,"  cautioned 
the  second  loon,  "or  they'll  put  you 
out  of  here.     You're  talking  sense." 

*  *     *       — Scream. 
At  a  recent  wedding  the  couple 

entered  the  church  beneath  an 
archway  of  batons  held  by  a  de- 
tachment of  police.  We  under- 
stand the  bridegroom  went  quietly. 

— London  Opinion. 

*  *      * 

MAN  KILLED  BY 

FLASK  OF  LIGHTNING 
— Parker sburg  (W.Va.)  Sentinel. 

And    we    guess    he    never    knew 

what  struck  him. 

*  *      * 

"Is  your  mother  in?"  asked  the 
lady  caller  of  the  boy  who  was 
washing  the  front  windows. 

"Heck,  yes!"  he  replied.  "Do  you 
think  I'd  be  washin'  these  windows 

if  she  wuzn't?" 

*  *      * 

" — Yep,  he's  up  the  river  now. 
Ed  always  had  a  weakness  for 
home-made  money."  — Tiger. 

*  *     * 

School  Days 

From  a  letter  from  a  young  girl 
student:  "I  am  sure  having  some 
busy  time.  I  am  going  to  Sunday 
school,  dancing  school,  writing 
school  and  school." 

— Howard  Courant. 
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■H  The  Projession  M 

Which  Is  the  Most  Thrilling 

and  Engrossing  in  the  World  To-day 


o 


N 


r^  ]ET   out   in   the   great  out  of  doors.     Throw  off  that  office 
slouch.      Be  alive!      Awake!      Make  a  real  success   in  life. 
Be  happy  in  this  the  keenest  profession  of  the  age. 


OUR  NEW  PLANES  ARRIVE  THIS  WEEK 
READY  FOR  TRAINING 

Canadian  School  of  Aviation 

304  Stair  Building  Toronto,  Ont. 


Canadian  School  of  Aviation 

304  Stair  Building,  Toronto 

Gentlemen: — Please  send  me  at  once 
your  free  booklet  giving  in  detail 
your  course  in  aviation. 

Name 

Address 


The   Editor   Has    a   Nightmare 

That  wasn't  no  lady  that  was  my 
wife  what  would  you  do  if  I  tried  to 
kiss  you  honest  boss  they  ain't 
nobody  in  here  'ceptin'  us  chickens 
must've  been  two  other  fellows  first 
stude  second  stude  little  Ezra  aged 
five  but  if  the  man  had  killed  the 
liquor  that  would  be  news  tourist 
native  but  professor  you've  for- 
gotten your  trousers  a  four  year 
loaf  you're  the  first  man  I  ever 
kissed  Henry  turn  right  around  I 
forgot  to  shut  off  the  faucet  in 
bathtub  he  she  he  she  he  she  .  .  . 

— Jack-o' -Lantern. 


One  of  the  elephants  at  the  circus 
was  coughing  badly  one  morning, 
and  the  keeper  was  instructed  to 
give  it  a  bucket  of  water  into  which 
a  bottle  of  whiskey  had  been  emp- 
tied. 

"How's  Sally)"  asked  the  circus 
proprietor  next  morning. 

"Oh,  just  the  same,"  was  the 
reply,  "but  all  the  other  elephants 
are  coughing  now." 

—Tid-Bits. 


Crafty  Mother 

"Harry,  dear,  I  have  been  dread- 
fully insulted,"  cried  the  young 
wife  to  her  husband  on  his  return 
home. 

"Insulted  by  whom?"  he  asked 
in  astonishment. 

"B-by  your  mother,"  she  an- 
swered, bursting  into  tears. 

"My  mother,  Flora?  Nonsense! 
She's  miles  away." 

Flora  dried  her  tears. 

"I'll  tell  you  about  it,"  she  said. 
"A  letter  came  came  for  you  this 
morning  addressed  in  your  moth- 
er's handwriting,  so  I — I  opened 
it." 

"I  understand.  But  where  does 
the  insult  come  in?" 

"In  the — the  postcript,"  an- 
swered the  young  wife.  "It  s-said: 
'Dear  F-Flora:  Don't  fail  to  give 
this  letter  to  Harry.' 

— Bison. 

*      *      * 

Padre — "Do      you      take      this 
woman  for  butter  or  for  wurst?" 
%  Hardre — "Oh,    liver    alone.      I 
never  sausage  nerve!" 

— Virginia  Reel. 


An  All  Around  Cow 

FOR  SALE — A  fine  Jersey  cow 
that  gives  7  gal.  of  milk  a  day  also 
2  hayrakes,  a  grindstone  and  a 
mowing  machine.  See  Lew  Evans. 
— "Millcreek  Valley  News,"  Lake- 
land, Ohio. 

*  *      * 

The  famous  surgeon  was  having 
difficulty  with  the  duck  he  was 
carving,  and  one  of  his  guests  began 
to  twit  him  about  it.  "Madam," 
replied  the  doctor  gravely,  "I  am 
a  surgeon,  not  a  veterinary!" 

—  Yale  Record. 

*  *      * 

And  what  is  more,  people  in  glass 
houses  shouldn't  throw  parties! 

—  Yale  Record. 

*  *      * 

Lost  in  a  Great  City — I  say, 
Chappie,  how  can  I  get  to  the  city 
hospital? 

One-punch  Sweeney — Just  you 
call  me  that  again. 

— Exchange. 

*  *      * 

It  is  said  that  a  beautiful  dimple 
may  be  acquired  by  sleeping  on  a 
collar  button.  — Froth. 


44 


Goblin 


MR  Herbert     *_ 

Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 

20  K55? 


/ourTaf^ton 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


DIARY  OF  A  "HARD-LUCK" 
SALESMAN 

9. 1 1  — Looked  over  racing  results. 
9.46 — Stopped   to   see  show-win- 
dow circus  put  on  by  lady 
advertising  hair  tonic. 

10.05 — Held  curb-stone  conference 
with  old  acquaintance. 

10.37— Helped  1,000  other  people 
watch  messenger  boy  feed- 
ing pigeons. 

1  1 .00 — Called  on  prospect.  No 
luck. 

1  1 .02 — Had  measure  taken  for  new 
pipe. 

1 1 .30 — 'Phoned  my  favorite  boyish 
bob.  Closed  big  deal  for 
Saturday  night. 

12.18 — Went  to  see  about  new 
radio  batteries. 

12.45 — Time  out  for  lunch. 
2.10 — Joined  excited  posse  watch- 
ing man  put  on  new  tire. 
2.31 — Called   on   prospect.     This 
fish  is  dead  and  buried  from 
the  eyebrows  back. 
2.33 — Watched      derrick     lifting 
steel  beams.     Very  educa- 
tional. 
3.12 — Had    argument    with    guy 

for  stepping  on  my  foot. 
3.35 — Called  up  prospect  I  forgot 
I  had  date  with.  No  luck. 
3.49 — Joined  class  studying  mod- 
ern methods  of  moving  a 
safe. 

4.15 — Called  on  prospect.  No 
luck. 

4. 1 7 — Decided  to  cross  street. 

4.32 — Bulletin.    Landed  safely! 

4.41 — Quit  for  the  day.  Lotta 
hard  work.     No  luck. 

— Harry  Daniel  in  Thrift  Magazine. 

*     #     * 

A  Joke  with  Whiskers 

"Whose  name  is  on  more  peo- 
ple's tongues  than  any  other?" 
"I'll  bite." 
"Smith  Brothers." 

— Buccaneer. 

High  Hat 

A  small  boy  was  sitting  rather 
close  to  a  fussy  woman  in  a  crowded 
car,  and  he  kept  sniffing  in  a  most 
annoying  way. 

Finally  she  asked:  "Boy,  have 
you  a  handkerchief?" 

The  small  boy  looked  at  her  for 
a  few  seconds,  and  then  in  a  dig- 
nified manner  replied:  "Yes,  I 
have;  but  I  don't  lend  it  to 
strangers."  — Wilt. 
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RUMMER 
TOURIST 
FARES  to 

Banff, 
Lake  Louise 

and  the 

PacificCoast 

EFFECTIVE 

May  15th 


BCfflff:         an  A1Plne  setting  of  supreme  majesty,  surrounded  by  virgin 
forest   and    snow-clad    peaks — commanding    the  unparalleled 
panorama  of  the  Bow  Valley  and  Fairholme  Range — where  the  romantically 
located  and  luxurious  New  Banff  Springs  Hotel  invites  you. 

LdkG  LOIIISG*    Surroundecl    °y    wooded    slopes,    snow-crowned 

peaks,  gleaming  glaciers  and — flowers.  Truly 
named  "the  Pearl  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Rockies"  and  at  its  edge  the 
recently  enlarged  Chateau,  a  most  perfect  Canadian  Pacific  Hotel,  to 
welcome  you. 

At  Banff  and  Lake  Louise,  always  something  thrilling  to  do;  excellent 
swimming  in  warm  sulphur  water,  mountain  drives  and  climbs;  golf,  tennis, 
boating,  pony  trails,  auto  tours  on  good  roads. 


Bungalow  Camps: 


Situated   right   in    the   heart    of    the 
Canadian     Pacific     Rockies;      eight 
wonderful  Bungalow  Camps  at  reasonable  rates.     Ask  all  about  them. 


I II  us /.rated  literature  gladly  furnished 
on  request  by  any  agent  of  the 


CANADIAN   PACIFIC 
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Quick  Relief 

Jeff    CUTS 
^       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

.Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


aimtisepT|C 

^HEALING/^ 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 
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Faker 

"What,  you  are  going  to  marry 
Mr.  Durand?  But  don't  you  know 
that  he  has  done  five  years  in 
prison?'' 

"Oh,  the  scoundrel!  He  told 
me  three.'' 

Pele  Mele,  Paris. 


Good  Example 

Prof,    (in    physics):   How   would 
you  define  a  transparent  object? 

Student:    Any    object    that  you 
can  look  through. 

Prof.:  Name  an  example. 

Student     (scratching     head):     A 
doughnut. 

— Punch    Bowl. 


One  of  those  Mysteries 

A  telephone  lineman  with  a 
broken  leg  was  taken  to  a  hospital 
for  treatment.  After  the  leg  had 
been  set,  the  nurse  asked  him  how 
the  accident  occurred.      He  replied: 

"You  see,  ma'am,  it  was  this 
way.  I  was  stringing  for  the  tele- 
phone company,  and  I  only  had 
one  ground  mole.  He  sent  up  a 
big  come-a-long  and  she  was  a 
heavy  one.  I  was  pullin'  on  her 
and  yelled  to  the  mole  to  give  the 
guy  a  wrap;  instead  of  that  he 
threw  a  sag  into  her,  and  that 
broke  my  leg.'' 

"Yes,''  the  nurse  replied,  "but 
I  don't  exactly  understand." 

"Neither  do  I,"  said  the  line- 
man. "The  darn  fool  must  have 
been  crazy.'' 

— Bell   Telephone  News. 

*  *      * 

A  son  at  college  wrote  to  his 
father: 

"No  mon  ,  no  fun,  your  son.'' 
The  father  answered: 
"How  sad,  too  bad,  your   dad. " 
— American   Boy. 

Southern  Hospitality 

A  small  northern  lad  was  spend- 
ing the  winter  in  a  southern  school, 
and  was  discovered  attempting 
to  look  at  the  paper  of  a  girl  in 
front  of  him.  The  irate  school 
mistress,  of  old  southern  stock, 
rushed  up  to  the  girl  and  exclaimed, 
"Where  all  yo'  southern  hospi- 
tality gone,  Mary  Jane?  Turn 
yo'  paper  so  the  little  northern 
boy  can  see." 

— "Purple  Cow." 

*  *      * 

Minutiae 

It  is  our  observation  that  there 
are  more  infinitesimal  dogs  to  be 
seen  being  carried  along  Fifth 
Avenue  these  days  than  ever 
before.  And  whenever  we  see 
one  we  are  reminded  of  Ganna 
Walska  and  the  ship  news  re- 
porter who  greeted  her  on  her 
arrival  with  an  animal  so  small 
that  it  could  have  been  lost  in  any 
cup  it   might   have   won. 

"Is  that  your  dog?"   he   asked. 

"It  is,"   she   replied. 

"It  is  the  only  dog  you  have?" 

"It  is." 

"Well,"  said  the  reporter,  "all  I 
can  say  is,  you  are  damn  near  out 
of  dogs." 

— New   Yorker. 


At  a  turn  of  the  switch — placed  wherever  you 
find  most  convenient — The  Hotpoint  Electric 
Water  Heater,  out  of  sight  in  the  cellar, 
provides  almost  instantly  a  plentiful  supply  of 
piping  hot  water  for  laundry,  bath  and  house- 
hold needs. 
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ss  vour  car 


super-traction  ana  dress  your  car 
with  distinction  by  equipping  with 
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